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Chapter One 



It was a blistering hot morning in the Imperial Valley. 

The big sedan speeding up behind the car Perry 
Mason was driving rocketed past at eighty miles an hour, 

the aii currents generated by its passing swayed the law¬ 
yer’s car on its springs. 

“How do you suppose his tires stand up?” Mason 

asked Della Street, his secretary. “They must be melt¬ 
ing.” 

Della Street leaned forward in the seat, so that the 
hot dry air could circulate around her shoulders, evapo¬ 
rating the perspiration. “Perhaps he hasn’t gone far . . . 
Oh! He’s going to hit that car!” 

Mason instinctively slammed on his own brakes as he 
saw the car ahead weave slightly as it swung to the left 
to pass another car going in the same direction. An on¬ 
coming car caused the driver of the big sedan to cut in. 
Fenders seemed only to have given a gentle kiss, but the 
northbound car went out of control, teetered on two 

wheels, swerved off the highway into the hot sand, and 
rolled over. 

A cloud of dust which obstructed what was taking 
place was still hanging over the scene as Mason eased his 
car to a stop and jumped out. 
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The overturned car was a jalopy of ancient vintage, 
all but devoid of paint, its old-fashioned, high wheels 
making it seem strangely anachronistic. It lay quietly on 
the desert as though, having wrested too long with the 
vicissitudes of life, this crowning misfortune had taken 
all the fight out of it. 

A door on the upper side was slowly pushed open and 
as Mason approached the vehicle a Mexican woman 
groped with age-stiffened fingers for sufficient support 
to enable her to get out of the machine. 

Mason helped her out of the car, noticing as he did so 
that one arm was dangling uselessly. It brushed against 
the edge of the door and she winced sharply with pain. 

But her voice was calm with the courtesy of a polite 
race. She said, “Gracias Senor .” 

“Are you hurt anywhere except the broken arm?” 
Mason asked. 

The old Mexican woman’s face, lined with the placid¬ 
ity of one who has learned to take life as it comes, re¬ 
garded him calmly. “No speek Ingleesh,” she said. 

The driver of another car, who had stopped out of 
curiosity, said, “Perhaps I can help. I was raised on the 
border. I speak it like a native. My name’s Newell. A 
big sedan went past me eighty miles an hour. I suppose 


it’s responsible for this.” 

“Yes. I’m trying to find out whether she’s hurt.” 
Newell engaged in a somewhat one-sided conversa¬ 
tion in Spanish, then reported to Mason, “She says that 
only her arm is hurt. That, she thinks, is broken.” 

“We’d better get her to a doctor,” Mason said. 
“What’s her name?” 



“Maria Gonzales.” 
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“Where does she live?” 

“She says, ‘With her nephew.’ ” 

“Where?” 

The woman waved her good arm in an inclusive ges- 

O o 

ture. 

“Here in the Valley,” Newell reported. 

Mason smiled. “That’s rather vague. Let’s have a look 
at her driving license.” 

O 

“I’m afraid you’re not going to get very far with this,” 
Newell said. “They have a way of quitting cold on you, 
just going around in circles. Very nice and courteous, 
but just going round and round.” 

“But why doesn’t she want us to know 7 where she 
lives?” 

“Oh, it probably isn’t that. It’s the fact that she just 
doesn’t react well to questions, or she may think you’re 
going to make trouble for someone. Just a minute. I’ll 
find out about the driving license.” 

He questioned her in Spanish and smiled as he trans¬ 
lated the reply.“She says,‘Butlamnot driving the car.’” 

“But she was driving the car,” Mason said. 

Newell interpreted. The old woman indicated the car 
lying on its side,saidsomethinginSpanish which Newell 
translated. “It is not on the highway. It cannot move. 
There is no one in it. Therefore no license is required.” 

“She must have a driving license,” Mason said. 

Newell grinned. “She says, ‘But with one arm, Senor, 
I cannot drive.’ ” 

“Oh, well,” Mason said, “there’s a registration certifi¬ 
cate on the automobile. Not that it makes any difference. 
Where’s the nearest hospital?” 

Another northbound car had stopped and a wooden- 
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faced Mexican some forty-five years of age approached 
them. “Someone is hurt?” he inquired courteously. 

“This woman,” Mason said. “She was driving the car. 
She has a broken arm, I believe.” 

The Mexican looked at the car, then at the woman. 
He asked four or five rapid-fire questions and received 
equally rapid answers. “I will take her to a doctor,” he 
said. 

“Do you know her?” 

“I know her relatives.” 

Mason started to hand the man one of his business 
cards, then fearful that the words “attorney at law” on 
the card would be taken as an ambulance-chasing solici¬ 
tation, took out his notebook and scrawled his name and 
the address of the apartment house where he lived. 

“In case she should want a witness, my name is Mason. 
This is Miss Street. We saw the accident. My address is 
on this paper. Miss Street can be reached through me.” 

The Mexican gravely inclined his head. “Many thanks. 
My own name is Jose Campo Colima, and now, if you 
will pardon me, I will assist this unfortunate woman.” 

With courtly grace the Mexican escorted the injured 
woman to his automobile and tenderly placed her inside. 
A door slammed and the car was off down the hot high¬ 
way. 

“Well,” Newell said, “I’ll be on my way. Here’s my 
card. We’d better see that she gets something out of that 

o o 

chap.” 

“If we can ever find the driver of that other car,” 
Mason said. 

“I’ll drive in to Calexico and telephone the highway 


fan-dancer’s horse 



“See what you can do,” Mason said. 

He started back for his own car as Newell drove awav, 
then said, suddenly. “I wonder if that woman left any- 

4 

thing in her car. Della? She might have some personal 
belongings in there which she lorgot about in the excite¬ 
ment. We’d better take a look just to be sure. I’d hate 
to leave any of her property in the car.’’ 

Already, the sun, beating down on the exposed metal 


of the car, made it almost too hot to touch with the bare 
hand. The door, however, was still open and Mason 
peered inside. 

The upholstery was battered and tattered. There was 
an aura of dispirited obsolescence about the entire in¬ 
terior, but it was void of any sign of personal belong¬ 


ings. 


Mason looked for the registration certificate on the 
post of the steering wheel. There was none. 

“Well,” the lawyer said, “we’d better take a look in 
the trunk just to make certain.” 

Mason pulled up the cover, then regarded the con¬ 
tents with some surprise. 

“What is it?” Della asked. 

“Apparently two very fine ostrich-plume fans ini¬ 
tialed L.F.,” he said, “and that seems to be about all. 
No, wait a minute. Here’s a pair of white dancing slip¬ 
pers. The trunk’s recently been lined with clean news¬ 
papers. It looks like we’re standing in the middle of a 
fan-dancer’s wardrobe.” 

“I’ll bet that’s exactly what it is!” Della Street ex¬ 
claimed. “How in the world would it get in this sort of 
a car?” 

“There’s probably a local night club around here. 


Perhaps her granddaughter is an entertainer. Those 
newspapers look clean. They must have been freshly 
pasted in the trunk. What’s the date, Della?” 

‘‘They’re Los Angeles newspapers,” she said. ‘‘Yester¬ 
day’s papers.” 

“Well, we’d better take the fans along. We’ll call the 
police later on and get the woman’s address from the 
accident report. Let’s get out of this oven, Della. I’m 
so dehydrated now that all I need is a cellophane wrap¬ 
per and a label to be desiccated soup.” 
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Two 


It was in his office the next day that Della Street re¬ 
minded Perry Mason of the auto accident. As she handed 
him a sheaf of letters, she said, “That automobile ac¬ 
cident, Chief. You telephoned the police at El Centro 
last night. They were going to notify you.” 

Mason said, “Get them on the phone, Della. We can’t 
have fan-dancers running around naked.” 

Della Street laughed, put the call through, and 
nodded to Mason when his party was on the line. 

Mason picked up the receiver, said, “Hello. This is 
Perry Mason. I left a memo there yesterday about being 
called in connection with an automobile accident. I have 
some property which was taken from a car that was 
crowded off the road. There was a woman with a broken 
arm. You were going to get her address and call me 
back.” 

“Oh, yes,” the man said. “I have the memo on my 
desk, but I didn’t call you back because there’s been no 
report of an accident.” 

“No report made by anyone?” 

“No.” 

“That’s strange. The accident took place two or three 
miles north of Calexico.” 
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“There’s a car overturned by thesideof the road down 
there. We investigated and found out the car belonged 
to a Ramon Calles, who lives in Calexico. He says the 
car was stolen a couple of days ago.” 

“Did he report it to the police at the time?” Mason 

asked. ; 


“No, there’s no record of it. He doesn’t seem particu¬ 
larly interested. There’ll be a repair bill on the car and 
the cost of towing it to a garage. Calles doesn’t seem 
to think the car is worth that much. You know how these 
people are. It’s pretty hard to get anything out of them 
when they want to be evasive. They just go around in 
circles with you in the center. You can’t ever get any 
nearer to what you’re trying to find out. Of course, 
there’s nothing much we can do about it. Were you a 
witness to the accident?” 

“I saw it,” Mason said. “A big sedan sideswiped the 
car and sent it off the road out of control. An old woman 
was driving this jalopy. Apparently she talked very little 
English, if any. I would say she was around sixty-five to 
seventy, with white hair and a rather lined face.” 

“You can’t tell much about these people. Did she give 


her namcr' 

“Maria Gonzales.” 

“Could you identify her if you saw her again?” 
“Certainly.” 


“Of course,” the man at the other end of the line said, 
resignedly, “if we get her and you identify her, then 
Calles will change his mind about the car being stolen. 

O O 

The driver will turn out to be his grandmother, or his 

o 7 

Aunt Mary, or someone and she took the car without 
telling him about it and it’s all right and that’ll be that. 

o o 
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However, we’ll look into it.” 

“My interest,” Mason said, “is in returning some prop¬ 
erty-that was in the back of the car.” 

“Okay, we’ll let you know. And you might put an 
ad in the local paper—about the property.” 

Mason hung up, said to Della Street, “Know anything 
about fan-dancing, Della?” 

“Were you suggesting I take up the profession?” 

“Why not?” Mason asked. “We seem to have been 
left with a complete wardrobe.” 

“No information down there?” 

“Not a scrap. The car that was crowded off the high¬ 
way is supposed to have been stolen. I don’t know who 
would want to steal a car like that. Ring up the news¬ 
paper down in the Valley, Della, and put an ad in the 
lost-and-found. Make it in general terms. 7/ the fan- 
dancer who has lost certain f)roj)erty will communicate 


with box so-and-so, she can have her property restored to 
her.’ Then have the newspaper forward any replies to 
the office here. Okay, let’s look at that mail.” 
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Chapter Three 


On Monday morning. Mason, entering his office with 
springy step, scaled his hat in the general direction of the 
hat shelf in the coat closet, grinned at Della Street, and 
said, “The time approaches, Della, for fall vacations, for 
big-game hunting, for pack trips in the high rugged 
mountains, sleeping out in the open under the stars, 
watching the pine trees silhouetted against the star- 
studded heavens, then awakening to the crisp gray dawn 
with the wrangler chopping wood for the fire. A mo¬ 
ment later the trees glow with the reflection of flames, 
you hear the crackling of burning wood, and shortly 
after that you smell the aroma of coffee, and . . .” 

“And shortly after that,” Della Street interrupted 
firmly, “one comes down to earth and this stack of un¬ 
answered mail.” 

“Della, don’t tell me you’re going to pour business 
responsibilities on my defenseless shoulders. I hate let¬ 
ters.” 

“You forget about your girl friend.” 

“My girl friend?” 

“The fan-dancer.” 

Mason’s face lit up. “All, yes, the Cinderella of the 
Fans. Last week it seemed important, now it seems 
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slightly absurd. Picture a prominent member of the bar, 
Della, running up and down through the heat of the 
Imperial Valley holding a pair of ostrich-plume fans in 
his left hand, slippers—dainty dancing slippers—in his 
right hand, a modern Cinderella story. Diogenes with 
his lantern is an old stodgy compared to the lawyer look¬ 
ing for his fan-clancing Cinderella. And how do you sup¬ 
pose she will be dressed when I find her, inasmuch as I 
will be holding her wardrobe in my left hand? The 
thought is intriguing, Della. It has possibilities.” 

“It has more than possibilities,” Della Street said. 
"We have an answer to your ad.” 

“Aha! so we’ve located the fan-dancer that lost the 
fans?” 

“Not the fans,” Della said. 

‘‘Not the fans?” Mason echoed. 

“No, the horse.” 

Mason looked at her quizzically. “Are you perhaps 
trying a little ribbing?” 

Della Street handed him an envelope addressed to a 
newspaper box. Mason shook out a folded sheet of note 
paper. 

“Smell it,” Della said. 

Mason sniffed at the heavy scent and grinned. “Woof! 
Woof! I’m a wolf, Della!” 

He unfolded the paper. To the top of the sheet had 
been clipped the ad taken from the newspaper. Below 
the ad in rather distinctive feminine handwriting had 
been penned the message. Mason read it aloud. 

‘‘The salutation,” he said, ‘‘starts chastely enough. 
” 'Dear Box 9062,’ andthenrightaway the letter plunges 
into passion. ‘Oh you darling! It was so sweet of you to 
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go to the trouble of putting the ad in the paper. I’ve 
been so worried about him. A girl in my occupation 
follows pretty much a regular circuit; for instance, I 
was a week in Brawley and then went on to this town. 
Then I’ll play four or five night spots in the central part 
of the state. Fan-dancing isn’t what it used to be. We 
were pushed out of most of the city spots by the strip 
tease, and now even that’s on its way out, but in the 
country places, which like to be sophisticated, a good 
fan-dancer can get by.’ ” 

Mason looked up from the letter and said, “The word 
good’ is underscored. I suppose you noticed that, Della?’’ 

“Yes, I wondered just what that meant,’’ Della Street 

said archly. 

/ 

Mason laughed. 11 is face showing his enjoyment, he 
went on reading. “ I am very much attached to my 
horse. When he broke out of the place where I had him 
pastured in Brawley, and got away, I was heartbroken. 

1 made inquiries, but simply couldn’t find out a thing. 
However, the man who rented me the pasture told 
me it was almost certain the horse would be recovered 
because down in that country people are very careful 
about returning stray stock, and there’s very little natu¬ 
ral pasturage. 

“ ‘I'll have my agent get in touch with you through 
the newspaper and see that you are suitably reimbursed, 
and will you please deliver the horse to the party who 
has my written order. You can check the handwriting to 
make certain you have the right party. And thank you 
all over again. Sincerely yours,’ ’’ 

Mason went on quizzically, “And the epistle is signed 
Lois Fenton with the parenthetical statement ‘Whose 
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stage name is “Cherie Chi-Chi.” 


* • 


1 he door trom the reception room opened. Gertie, 
the telephone operator and receptionist, said, “Excuse 
the interruption, Mr. Mason. I wasn’t certain I had it 
right, so I thought I’d better ask you about it. There’s a 
man in the office who wants to see you about a horse.” 

“His name?” Mason asked. 

“He says his name is John Callender, and that you 
won’t know him personally, but that he is the agent of 
Lois Fenton.” 

Mason grinned. “The fan-dancer’s boy friend! What 
does he look like, Gertie—a stage-door Johnnie?” 

“Not at all. He’s got a strong face, is well-tailored and 
sort of . . . well, a big shot.” 

“Probably an angel,” Mason said. “Does he act a little 
self-conscious or embarrassed?” 

‘‘Not that I could see.” 

Mason drummed with his finger tips on the edge of his 
desk. ‘‘You’d think he would, Gertie. A man of some 
affluence, running around to a lawyer’s office doing a 
fan-dancer’s errands. Let’s have a look at him, Gertie. 
Send him in.” 

‘‘Yes, sir, I didn’t know. When he said it was—well, 
you know, about a horse.” 

When Gertie had left the office, Della Street asked, 


somewhat apprehensively, “Are you going to tell him 
it’s all a mistake, Chief?” 

“I don’t think so. We’ll let him do the talking. The 
thing interests me. After all, we find a couple of fans and 
a pair of dancing slippers and then . . .” 

The door opened and Gertie announced. “Mr. John 
Callender.” 
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Callender's face was twisted into a most cordial smile. 
It seemed assumed, however, as though he had forced 
stiff facial muscles into an unaccustomed mask. 

“Mr. Mason, this is a pleasure!" 

Mason shook hands, said, “Sit down. This is my secre¬ 
tary, Miss Street. What is it you want?" 

Callender settled himself in the big, overstuffed client’s 
chair. He had about himself anairofcomplete assurance, 
the manner of one who is accustomed to command and 
who finds himself in an unusual position when called 
upon to ask for favors. 

“I am the agent of Lois Fenton, sometimes known as 
‘Cherie Chi-Chi,’ ’’ he said, and smiled with effusive cor¬ 
diality. 

“Indeed," Mason observed. 

“I called about the horse." 

“And what about the horse?" 

“I want it." 

“May I ask how you happened to discover my iden¬ 
tity? After all, I put an ad in the local paper using only 
a box number." 

“Come, come, Mr. Mason. Surely in a matter of this 
importance you didn’t expect Miss Fenton to deal only 
with a box number." 

“Nevertheless, I would be interested to ascertain how 
she discovered my real identity." 

“Quite simple, Mr. Mason, quite simple." 

“Would you mind telling me the exact technique?" 
“I confess I was forced to resort to subterfuge." 

“And what was the subterfuge?" 

Callender shifted his position. The smile was gone 
from his face now. leaving steel-cold eyes, and a thin 
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mouth as straight and grim as though it were a piece of 
taut string. 

o 

“Specifically, Mr. Mason, I desired very much to learn 
the identity of tlie person with whom I had to deal. I 
advised the newspaper that the party who had placed the 
ad wished to have it run for another week, that I would 
pay for it and I requested a receipt. I paid in cash and 
was given a receipt in the name of Mr. Perry Mason, 
with your oflice address, and the box number used in the 
ad duly noted on the receipt.” 

“Rather simple, wasn’t it?” Mason said. 

“After all, Mr. Mason, this is a surprise. We expected 
to be dealing with some rancher in the Imperial Valley, 
who would perhaps be indignant because of a broken 
fence and trampled crops. We were prepared to be most 
generous in a financial way. I presume, of course, that 
means nothing to you?” 

“Less than nothing.” 

“But,” Callender went on, hurriedly, “in view of the 
fact that your time is so valuable, Mr. Mason, and you 
have been called upon to expend it in connection with 
the affairs of my er . . . er . . . I suppose we might say 
client, I am . . 


“Are you a lawyer?” Mason asked. 

“Heaven forbid! No, no—now don’t take any offense 
—I didn’t mean it exactly that way. I merely meant that 
the life of a lawyer would hardly appeal to me. I am a 
rancher, Mr. Mason. I have a fairly large estate in the 
Imperial Valley, between Calexico and El Centro, a very 
nice place. I do a little horse breeding and am very 
much interested in horses.” 


Mason said, “You have something with you to prove 
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your identity, Mr. Callender?” 

For a moment Callender’s face darkened angrily, then 
he said, ‘‘Why certainly, Mr. Mason.” He produced a 
billfold and extracted a driver’s license, a membership 
card in a country club, and a card showing membership 
in the Automobile Club of Southern California. 

“Thank you,” Mason said. “Now, can you describe 
the property?” 

“Yes, indeed, Mr. Mason. He’s a chestnut gelding, 
fifteen hands high, with one white hind foot—the right. 
There’s a white star on the forehead. The horse is seven 
years old, perfectly sound, American saddle bred.” 

Mason said, “I’m sorry. I can’t help you.” 

“You mean you refuse to turn over that horse?” 

“I mean that I can’t help you.” 

“Look here, Mason, I don’t think you know with 
whom you’re dealing. Perhaps you’d better investigate. 
You’ll find that I’m not a man to be trifled with. I . . .” 

“But,” Mason interrupted, “you have not described 
the property.” 

“Not described it!” Callender said. “You’re crazy! I 
raised that horse. Why . . .” 

“You still haven’t described the property accurately 
enough for me to turn it over.” 

“Good heavens, what more do you want? The horse 
has a very slight scar on the inside of the left front leg. 
It has an unusually long tail . . .” 

Callender suddenly smiled again. “Oh, yes,” he said. 
“You’ll pardon me. I forgot the first thing I was sup¬ 
posed to do.” 

He opened his pocket, took out a sheet of paper and 
handed it to Mason. 
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"1 lie sheet bore the same heavy scent as that of the 
letter Mason had received, and read: 

Dear Box 9062: The enclosed will introduce Mr. John 
Callender, who is hereby authorized to receive from the 
finder the horse which I lost a few davs atm. said horse he- 

• 4 ^ J 

mg described as American saddle bred, gelding, fifteen 
hands high, white star on forehead, white right hind foot. 
Mr. Callender will accept delivery on my behalf and for me 
will pay any and all claims and incidental expenses. 

Lois Fenton 
(Stage Name "Cherie Chi-Chi”) 

“The property which I found,” Mason said, “does not 
exactly answer that description.” 

“Well, tell me where it differs,” Callender challenged. 

Mason smiled and shook his head. “In dealing with 
lost property it's up to the claimant to describe it per¬ 
fectly.” 

“Perhaps some little thing, some little minor thing 
that’s happened since I last saw the horse, a wire sc ratch 
or something of that sort, something that doesn’t affect 
the basic description of the horse in the least. If it s a 
matter of money, I’ll be glad to . . .” 

“It isn’t a matter of money.” 

“What is it, then?” 

“I want you to describe the property.” 

Callender took a deep breath. “Look here, Mr. Mason, 
I’ll meet your own terms, whatever they may be. Just 
name the figure. Here, I’ll write you a check for five 
hundred dollars. That will cover your expenses in the 
matter and the amount of time you’ve had to expend. I 
probably should have made that approach first.” 
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Mason said, “1 told you it wasn’t a question of money, 
Mr. Callender.” 

Callender got up out of his chair. ‘‘I suppose you’ve 
sold me out somewhere along the line. I don’t think you 
can get away with this. Damn it, Mason, I know some 
law. I’ll have you arrested for extortion.” 

“Just what have I tried to extort?” 

“You’re trying to hold me up.” 

“I told you,” Mason said, “it wasn’t a question of 
money.” 

“The devil it isn’t! You’re just sitting back there, 
waiting for me to boost my offer. I won’t do it. I’m stay¬ 
ing at the Richmell Hotel. I’ll give you until five o’clock 
this evening to surrender that horse. At the end of that 
time I’ll take steps. And five hundred dollars is my 
limit. Good day.” 

Callender turned back toward the door through which 
he had entered, then, seeing the exit door, veered 
sharply to the left. Only the door check prevented him 
from slamming the door shut. 

Suddenly he caught himself, turned and pushed his 
way back through the closing door. He was all affabil¬ 
ity once more. “Of course,” he said, returning to bend 
over Mason’s desk, “I know what’s wrong. I didn’t 
describe the property accurately.” 

“Go ahead,” Mason invited. 

Callender lowered his head to a level with Mason’s 
ear and said in a whisper, “The bullet wound.” 

“Where?” Mason whispered. 

“On the horse,” Callender said, smiling. 

Mason shook his head. 

Callender straightened, frowned, started to say some- 
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tiling else, changed his mind and stalked out of the odicc. 
Mason cocked a quizzical eyebrow at Della Street. 
She said, “That seems to be a horse on Mr. Callender.” 
“Or a horse on us,” Mason observed thought!ully. 
“I’m afraid we’re going to investigate, Della. That crack 


about the bullet . . 

The telephone on Della Street’s desk rang sharply. 
Della Street picked it up, said, “All right, Gertie, what is 
it . . .? Just a moment.’’ 

She turned to Perry Mason. “Another man out there,” 
she said, “wanting to see you about a horse.” 

“What’s his name?” 

“Arthur Sheldon.” 

“Let’s see what Mr. Sheldon has to say, Della. Tell 
Gertie to send him right in. One would think we were 
running a livery stable.” 


Arthur Sheldon was in the late twenties, a brown-eyed, 
light-haired man with quick, nervous mannerisms and a 
rapid-fire manner of speaking. 

“Good morning, Mr. Mason. It was nice of you to see 
me. My name’s Sheldon, Arthur Sheldon. I can tell you 
what I want in a very few words. John Callender has 
just been in here. What did he want? What did he say?” 

Mason smiled. “Even if I knew your interest in the 
matter and it proved to be legitimate, I could hardly di¬ 
vulge the information you have requested.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Sheldon blurted, flushing. “I hadn’t 
realized just exactly how that was going to sound. Look 
here, Mr. Mason, you aren’t going to give him the horse, 
are you?” 


“No,” Mason said, and then added, “not as yet.” 
“Don’t do it. Please don’t do it. He doesn’t own that 
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horse. He gave it to Lois. Look here, Mr. Mason, you’re 
not his lawyer, are you?” 

“No.” 

Sheldon’s face showed relief. ‘‘That’s fine. I want you 
to represent 11 s.” 

“Us?” 

“Well, Lois.” 

"In what?” 

“Well—in case he starts anything.” 

Mason said, “Now let’s get this straight. If you ex¬ 
pect to try and bribe me to deliver any certain property 
to any particular person under the guise of retaining 
me . . .” 

“No, no, it’s not that at all. Just so you didn’t give him 
the horse.” 

“And what do you want?” 

“I want you to represent Lois.” 

“In what?” 

“I’ve explained to you generally. I want you to see 

that . . . Look here, Mr. Mason, would you talk with 

1 * ^ * * 

/MS.' 

“Why certainly. Can she come here?” 

“Not before tomorrow. She’s working in a night spot 
up in Palomino. That’s a little town up in the Walker 
Basin country up back of Bakersfield. She has to be on 
there tonight, and she wouldn’t havetime to drive in and 
get back, but she could come down tomorrow, if you 
could give her an appointment.” 

“At what time?” Mason asked. 

“Any time after . . . well, let us say after ten o’clock. 
Any time between ten and two.” 

“Ten-thirty?” Mason asked. 
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‘ Til have her here,” Sheldon promised. “Mr. Mason, 
I can t begin to tell you how much I appreciate this. You 
want some money now? I . . .” 

“No,” Mason said, “not until alter I talk with Miss 
Fenton. How did you happen to get my address?” 

I followed Callender here. I’ve been following him 
e\ei since he got that address from the newspaper. M\ 
room in the Richmell Hotel is directly opposite the cor¬ 
ridor from his. I have 510. He's in 511.” 

Mason regarded him with a frown. 4 I'll know more 
about your case when I've talked with Lois Fenton. 


Please see that she keeps her appointment promptly. 
Ten-thirty on the dot.” 

When he had gone, Mason said to Della Street, “The 


horse with all these claimants, the bullet wound, the fan- 
dancer. How’d you like to take a drive, Della?” 
“Where?” 

“To Palomino.” 

“I d love it.” 

“Let’s go,” Mason said. 
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Chapter Four 


Palomino had originally been a rough western cross¬ 
roads town. Then overnight, with the advent of heavy 
construction work on the big dam, the place had mush¬ 
roomed into a ready-made city. 

The old time buildings, dilapidated and unpainted, had 
furnished the nucleus for a hastily constructed business 
district composed of tents, tent-houses, old refrigerator 
freight cars converted into little storerooms, and occa¬ 
sionally trailers parked broadside to the street, with 
boards bearing appropriate names tacked along the side. 

T he Grand Millinery Company did business in a 
trailer. I he Elite Ready-to-Wear was housed in a re¬ 
constructed freight car and The Ritz Hotel consisted of 
an elaborate front behind which were some four or five 
dozen tent-houses, arranged in rows like army barracks. 

The sprawling unpainted building which had been 
known as Myer’s Hall in the days when an occasional 
mountain dance had been held at the crossroads, now 
housed a tumultuous night club known as “The Sham¬ 
rock.” 

Electricity had become one of the cheapest commod¬ 
ities available and over the strange assortment of human 
habitations, lights blazed in white brilliance. Recondi- 
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sides of The Shamrock an artist had painted a trifoli¬ 
ate in vivid green, the color being further enhanced by 
0 ieen lights. These lights invested the place with a weird 
and bizarre unreality. Men and women moving in an 
out of the night club assumed for the moment the ghast- 

ly appearance of animated corpses. v 

Inside the place, the floor had been crowded with* 

tables until only a small square remained at one side of 

the barn like room, and here a five-piece "orchestra” 

manufactured music which made up in volume anything 
it lacked in harmony. s 

Perry Mason and Della Street, having by virtue of an 
out-of-town mien secured a table near the orchestra, ex¬ 
changed snatches of conversation in between numbers of 
the floor show and the blaring of the music. 

There is, Della Street observed over her coffee, “a 
lough and ready air about the place that’s . . . well, it s 
like waiting for dynamite to be set off.” 

‘‘It’s rough and it’s ready for trouble,” Mason said. 

A broad-shouldered, ham-fisted man in a coarse suit 

which hung loosely from the belt, but which was 

stretched taut across the powerful shoulders, stood over 
the table grinning. 

"Beg your pardon, Mister,” he said to Perry Mason, 
but we re just a little short of dancing partners up here. * 

I m a committee from the table over there. A committee 
of one. We think the young lady had ought to dance.” 

Della Street flashed him a smile. “Sorry,” she said, 
"I’m not dancing tonight.” 

Well, now, that s a shame. We couldn’t change your 
mind?” 
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Her smile was friendly, but her voice was firm. “Def¬ 
initely not. I’m sorry.” 

“So’m I.” . 

The man stood there awkwardly for a moment, then 

turned and walked back to a table where three other 

men were sitting. His face reddened somewhat at the 

raucous laughter of their greeting as he once more sat 

down. . . ,, , . 

“I wish she’d come out,” Della Street said, and let us 

get out of here. You sent her a message, Chief?” 

“That’s right—through the master of ceremonies. And 

the five-dollar bill that I used as a postage stamp should 

have been a guarantee of delivery.” 

The lights dimmed and the master of ceremonies an¬ 
nounced the feature performance of the evening, little 
Miss Cherie Chi-Chi, the wonderful, incomparable light- 

footed dancer. 

The orchestra made noise. The lights went down until 
there was almost total darkness, then flared up in a deep 
green simulation of moonlight. Bare feet thudded on the 
floor. From the crowded masculine humanity which 
packed the place came an audible inhalation, and then, 
whirling around, with plumed fans showing startlingly 
white against the deep color of the spotlight, a girl 

glided into the center of the floor. 

For a moment Cherie Chi-Chi stood poised, smiling, 

the fans held so as to conceal much of her body. Then 
the fans began to move. The slender white body glided 
through a series of dance steps. The light, a deep violet, 
now showed high, pointed breasts, a slender waist, 

smooth hips. 

As the eyes of the audience accustomed themselves to 
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the semi-darkness, it seemed that the light was <>ettin<' 
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stronger. Tlie tempo of the orchestra became faster and 
faster. Then, suddenly, the figure faced the audience. 
The fans opened for a moment, then were pressed 
tightly against the body and the girl’s smiling face, white 
gleaming teeth and the waving plumes of the fan caught 
the light as she backed from the dance floor, then sud¬ 
denly turned and vanished through the entrance to the 
dressing rooms. 

The flimsy walls of the place threatened to bulge out 
and collapse with the roar of applause. 

The lights went on hurriedly, signifying that there 
would be no encore. 

Della Street glanced at Mason. “Some dance,” she said. 

“Darn good-looking kid,” Mason observed. “Appar¬ 
ently she has no Mexican blood though, very white skin, 
red hair—The eyes, I believe, were blue.” 

“Yes, I saw you studying her face.” 

Mason grinned. 


The audience continued to demand an encore, but 
the master of ceremonies announced two gifted hula 
dancers straight from the Island of Oahu. Someone 
started ukulele music and once more the lights went 


down. 

The grass-skirted, full-figured, tawny girls who 
bounded out into the spotlight soon demonstrated their 
ability to hold the attention of a masculine audience 
anywhere. 

By the conclusion of the second hula, the two Hawai- 
ians had so completely captivated the audience no one 
recognized Cherie Chi-Chi, attired now in a neat-fitting 
suit of small patterned plaid which made it almost ap- 
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pear to be a tweed, when she glided quietly up to Ma- 
son’s tabic. 

He was on his feet at once. “Do sit down,” he invited. 
“Thank you. The head waiter gave me your note.” 
“I'm Mr. Mason. This is Miss Street, my secretary.” 
She smiled a greeting to Della, said to Mason, “You re 
the man who put the ad in the paper in El Centro?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did you see a Mr. Callender?” she asked. 

“I saw him.” 

“Oh,” she said, shortly, and made no other comment. 
“How about a drink?” Mason asked. 

She nodded. A waiter who had been watching her at¬ 
tentively, glided quickly to her side. 

“The usual thing, Harry,” she said. 

The waiter glanced inquiringly at Perry Mason and 

Della Street. 

“We’ll nurse these,” Mason said. 

The waiter noiselessly dissolved into the blue haze of 
tobacco smoke which hung over the tables. 

“Been here long?” Mason asked. 

“Not very.” 

“Like it?” 

“Uh huh.” 

“You seem to know the waiter quite well.” 

She laughed and said, “We all of us pull together. 
Something about a job like this that makes you get ac¬ 
quainted fast and stay friendly.” Her eyes became wistful 
as she went on. “Traveling around this way, those who 
are in the same line of work are the only friends you 
have. The real friends.” 

“What’s the elevation up here?” Mason asked. 
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“Yes, isn’t it?” 

Well, ' Mason asked, laughingly, ‘ are you going to 
ask about your property?” 

“My horse?” 

"Of course," Mason observed, “as the finder of prop¬ 
erty, I have to keep it in the vague category of personal 
property until you have identified it." 

“But it’s mine.” 


“All you have to do is to identify it.” 

A chestnut horse. A little taller than the average. He 

handles his legs nicely. Slim barreled, hot-blooded, but 

not too hot. A saddle made by Bill Wyatt, Austin, 
Texas.” 


“Anything else?” Mason asked. 

Oh, yes, a Navajo blanket and a quilted under-pad to 
go next to the horse.” 

“You have had the horse long?” Mason asked. 

“Two or three months.” 

“White star on the forehead?” 

“That’s right.” 

“One white hind foot?” 

“Yes, die right.” 

Mason smiled and said, ‘‘I haven’t seen him.” 

She was frowning now, irritably. “Don’t be silly.” 

“I tell you, I haven’t seen him.” 

Of course you have. You even know the description. 
You know about that star on the forehead and you know 
about the white right hind loot.” 
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“Just because I describe a horse doesn t mean I have 
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ini. 

The waiter brought the drink. 

She said, angrily, “What are you trying to do, hold me 

up? Is this a blackmail proposition?” 

The waiter produced a check from his pocket, stood 

casually by the table. 

“Simply put it all on my check,” Mason said. 

“Yes, sir.” The big waiter moved closer to the table. 
“The drink all right, Miss Gherie?” he asked. 

She smiled at him. “Fine, thanks. 

He continued to hover around. 

Gherie Ghi-Chi looked at Perry Mason. “You didn’t 
find a horse?” 

Mason made his smile affable. “No horse.” 

The index finger of her left hand was tracing little de¬ 
signs on the tablecloth. “You found something. You put 
an ad in the paper.” 

Mason nodded. The waiter whisked an imaginary 
crumb from the corner of the table with a napkin. 

“You found something . . .” Suddenly her finger 
stopped its motion. She raised eyelashes heavy with mas¬ 
cara. “You found two fans,” she said. “Two ostrich- 
plume fans with the initials L. F.’ on them. You found 
a pair of high-heeled slippers.” 

Mason nodded. 

She threw back her head and laughed. “And I thought 
it was the horse! That’s all, Harry. The drink’s fine. I 

won’t need you any more.” 

The waiter abruptly withdrew. 

“Where are they?” Gherie Chi-Chi asked. 

“In my car.” 
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She laughed. "All right. 1 11 ideniit) them. They were 

made by a firm in St. Louis. The initials L. F.’ are inlaid 

in the fans in gold and the slippers were also made in 

St. Louis. I can give you the name of the store, it I think 
long enough.” 

You won’t need to. Unquestionably the property is 
yours. When do you want it?” 

“Now.” 

“Where?” 

“Here.” 

Mason said, “Will you hold the fort, Della? I’ll get the 
package.” 


He left the girls, threaded his way through the 
ciowded tables, then went out in the cold, crisp moun¬ 
tain air, unlocked his car, took out a small suitcase and 
was just locking the car again when he was conscious of 
a figure standing behind him. 

Mason moved quickly, yet tried to keep from giving 
the appearance of whirling. 

Harry, the big waiter, said, “She sent me out to get 

them, sir, so you wouldn’t have to bother taking them 
in. 


“It’s all right,” Mason said. “I’ll deliver 
personally.” 

“But I can take them right in through 
trance, if you don’t mind.” 


them to her 
the back cn- 


‘ I think I’d prefer to give them to her personally. Per¬ 
haps I can go in through the back door with you.” 

“Yes, sir. Very good, sir. Right this way, please.” 

Mason followed the man around past the parked cars, 
detoured a row of sour-smelling garbage pails, and went 
down three steps to a door which the waiter unlocked 
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with a key he took from his pocket. They hurried along 
a passageway, climbed some stairs, and walked past a row 
of dressing rooms. 

Doors were open. Show girls without any vestige of 
self-consciousness were in various stages of undress as 
they changed the scanty garments which were billed as 
“costumes.” 

Harry, moving with complete assurance, led the way 
past the dressing rooms through a little cubby hole 
where an electrician manipulated the lights, down a 
short flight of stairs into the kitchen through a service 
door, and ushered Mason to his table. 

Della Street and the fan-dancer were deep in low¬ 
voiced conversation. 

Cherie Chi-Chi looked up, smiled, “You have them? ’ 
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“I told Harry to get them so as to save you carrying 
them through the crowd. I thought you might feel em¬ 
barrassed.” 

“Harry brought me back through the stage door. It 
wasn’t any bother at all. You see I have them in here.” 

Mason propped the suitcase on his knees, opened the 

lid. 

Cherie Chi-Chi took out one of the fans, opened it. 
gave a graceful voluptuous sweep as she drew it tantal- 
i/ingly along the curves of her body. “They’re my favor- 

0/0 j j j 

ites,” she said. “They have a beautiful balance.” She 
handed one of the fans to Della. “Like to try it, honey?” 

Della Street took the fan. glanced at Mason, imitated 
the seductive motions which the fan-dancer had made. 

“Oh, oh!” Mason said. 

“You do it n'onderfullv,” Cherie Chi-Chi exclaimed. 



“Have you ever tried it?” 

Della smilingly disclaimed any previous practice. 

Harry once more hovered over the table. “Everything 
all right?” 

“Everything’s all right, Harry, and there’ll be no 
check for this table. It’s on me.” 

“Yes, Miss Cherie.” 

The heavily made-up eyes regarded Mason intently. 
“And,” she said, “there’ll be a reward.” 

The lights went dim at that moment as a girl who was 
billed as a nautch dancer, barefooted onto the stage, her 
feet thudding the boards like the pads of some large wild 
animal. 

Cherie Chi-Chi bent over Mason’s chair, her arm cir¬ 
cled his neck. “Thank you,” she said, and then hot, 
moist lips were pressed against the lawyer’s, held there 
for a tingling moment and then she was gone. 

Della Street laughed at Mason’s surprise. “Straw¬ 
berry?” she asked, as Mason dabbed at the lipstick with 
his napkin. 

“Raspberry,” the lawyer said, “and damned thick.” 
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Chapter Five 


It was after one o’clock when Mason s car enteied the 
lighted metropolitan district. 

“Tired, Della?’’ 

“Not at all. I enjoyed it. It was a beautiful ride. The 
moonlight on the mountains was like liquid silvei. 

Mason said, “A beautiful setting for something rather 
grim, I’m afraid. I’m going to see Arthur Sheldon. I’ll 
take you home first so you can get some rest.” 

“No, I’d like to stay with it. Why see Arthur Sheldon 

at this hour in the morning, Chief?” 

“I want to find out more about that fan-dancer. 

“She was a graceful little thing, wasn’t she?” 

“Uh huh.” 

“Why do you suppose it never occurred to her to 
think about the fans? They were her favorites. She must 
have known they were lost, and yet. all she could think 
about was the horse. 

“That’s one of the things I want to ask Sheldon 


about. 

“He’s in the same hotel with Callender?” 

“Yes, he has a room directly across the hall, I under¬ 
stand.” 

“You didn’t tell Cherie Chi-Chi anything about him?” 
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“No.” 


Della Street said, “That raspberry lipstick seems to 
have had an effect on your vocal chords. You haven’t 
averaged a word a mile.” 

“I’ve been thinking,” Mason said. “What’s the name 
of that hotel?” 

“The Richmell.” 

“Know his room number?” 

“Five-ten.” 

Mason guided the car silently lor a few blocks, then 
said, “I’ll jingle a couple of keys in my hand as we walk 
across the lobby. Try to make it seem casual, as though 
we’re going up to a room after a show and a midnight 
supper.” 

“He’ll be in bed.” 

“We’ll get him up.” 

“You don’t want to phone him first?” 

“No. The call might attract attention. An operator 
might listen in and remember about it afterwards. It’s 
late.” . 

“Why so furtive?” she asked. 

Mason merely shook his head and smiled. 

“Holding out on me?” 

“It’s not that, Della. I’m just not certain. I want to get 
a few more facts before I even dare to formulate a 
theory. . . . Here we are.” 

Mason had some difficulty finding a parking place near 
the hotel, even at that hour of the morning. He locked 
the ignition, said to Della Street, “Remember now, we’re 
a married couple beginning to get just a little bit bored 
with each other’s society. It’s been a nice evening and 
now we’re getting back to the humdrum, thinking in 
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terms of tomorrow morning. I’ll barge across the lobby a 
little in advance of you. You can perhaps manage a 

yawn.” 

“For heaven’s sake,” she said, in mock alarm, is mar¬ 
riage like that?” 

Mason said, “It’s just an act were putting on for the 

benefit of the house dick.” 

“Do you suppose he thinks marriage is like that? 

“I’m quite certain he docs. Try walking across a hotel 

lobby at one-thirty in the morning any other way and 

you’ll find out. Here we go.” 

They entered the hotel. Mason perfunctorily held the 

door open for Della Street, started for the elevator when 
she was still a step behind him, apparently caught him¬ 
self with a self-conscious gesture, and slowed down to 

wait impatiently for her to catch up. 

They entered the elevator. Mason somewhat tardily 

removed his hat. “Six,” he said. 

Della Street glanced swiftly at him, then turned away. 
The elevator deposited them on the sixth floor. Mason 
hurried Della Street down the corridor. 

“It’s 510,” she said. 

“1 know, but I’m trying to protect my clients.” 
“Who? I.ois Fenton?” 

“No, us.” 

Mason opened a door marked stairs, ran down the 
flight of uncarpeted, concrete stairs, pushed open a door 
at the bottom of the staircase and then suddenly stopped. 
“What’s the matter?” Della Street whispered. 
“Someone coming down the corridor directlv toward 
us,” Mason said, letting the door ease back until it held 
a sr nnt two inches of opening. 
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“The house detective?” 

“No. Hush . . . Della, it’s Harry, the big waiter from 
Palomino.” 

They stood tense, without motion, holding their 
breaths, waiting. Through the narrow opening of the 
door they could hear steps approaching. Then suddenly 
the steps stopped. Knuckles rapped gently on a door. 

They heard a bolt click back. A door opened. A man’s 
voice said, “Hello. You made a quick trip, come in.” 

The voice of the visitor muttered something that was 
unintelligible. The room door closed and Mason, wait¬ 
ing a full second, pushed open the door from the stair¬ 
case and said to Della, “Come on.” 

“Was that Harry? Are you certain?” 

• “Yes, that was Harry. I think he went into a room on 
the other side of the corridor. Let’s see. Yes, it’s across 
the corridor from our side. The even numbers arc on 
this side and the odd numbers over there. Wait a min¬ 
ute, Della. That may have been the room.directly across. 
511. That’s where Callender is supposed to be located.” 

“Think he’s likely to come out?” Della whispered. 

“I don’t know. We’ll have to knock gently on Shel¬ 
don’s door,” Mason said, tapping very lightly with the 
tips of his fingers. He waited several seconds as nothing 
happened, then knocked again more loudly. 

“Who is it?” a man’s voice asked. 

Mason made no answer. Unshodsteps sounded be¬ 
hind the door. The man’s voice was closer to the door 
this time. There was a trace of fear in the voice which 
came through the panels. “Who is it? I won’t open 
until I know who it is.” 

Mason took a card from his pocket, slipped it through 
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the crack under the door. 

A light switch clicked on in the room. A knife edge 
of light became visible under the door. Hands on the in- 

O 

side pulled Mason’s card the rest of the way through the 
crack and into the room. There was an interval of sil¬ 
ence during whic h Mason glanced over his shoulder at 
the door of room number 511. A ribbon of light also was 
visible beneath the door of that room. 

Abruptly there was the sound of a turning bolt, a 
clicking night latch. The door of 510 opened. Sheldon, 
standing in bare feet and pajamas in the doorway, saw 
Della Street and instinctively ducked back behind the 
door, trying to close it. 

Mason pushed the door open, entered the room, kick¬ 
ed ii shut behind him, said, “Sorry, Sheldon, there’s no 
time for being polite.’’ 

“I didn’t know. Your secretary—you’ll pardon me, 

] • i ? 

m . . . 

Mason said, “l'orget it. keep your voice low. Come 
over here. Sit down on the bed. Let’s talk things out. 
You got a robe?’’ 

« i 
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“Put it on.’’ 

“Can I comb mv hair, or . . .’’ 

4 
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Sheldon put on a bathrobe, sat down beside Mason 
and Della Street on the bed. 

Mason said, "I saw a fan-dancer. I want to know some¬ 
thing more about her.’’ 

“What about her?” 

Mason said, “I think there's been a ringer.” 

“What do you mean?” 
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“I mean a ringer.” 

‘‘You mean the one in Palomino isn’t the right one?” 

“Yes.” 

Sheldon sat motionless for several seconds, then he 
said, ‘‘Yes, I guess so. How did you find out?” 

‘‘I went up there.” 

‘‘But you don’t know the real Lois.” 

‘‘I know the ringer.” 

‘‘I didn’t think you’d find out—so soon. What do you 
want?” 

‘‘I want you to come clean. I want you to start talking, 
and I want you to start talking fast.” 

‘‘What do you want to know?” 

‘‘Who’s Cherie Chi-Chi? Who’s John Callender? Why 
is the horse so damn important?” 

Sheldon said, “John Callender is . . . that is, in a 
sense . . .” 

‘‘Come on,” said Mason, ‘‘out with it.” 

‘‘He’s her husband,” Sheldon blurted. “ The real one. 
I mean the real Lois.” 

‘‘And what about the horse?” 

‘‘Callender thinks he could use the horse as evidence— 
that is, if he can find the horse.” 

Mason said, ‘‘If you start at the beginning and give 
me the whole story we won’t waste so much time. 

Sheldon said, ‘‘It’s hard to tell you about Lois Fenton 
so you’ll understand her.” 

‘‘Then skip her,” Mason said, “and just tell me about 
facts.” 

Sheldon said, ‘‘The facts won’t mean anything to you 

unless you understand Lois.” 

‘‘Well, Lois won’t mean anything to me unless I have 
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the facts.” 

Sheldon ran his spread fingers through his tousled 
hair. “The trouble is, there just aren’t words to de¬ 
scribe that sort of tiling. Have you ever seen a deer 
when it didn’t know you were watching it? It’s some¬ 
thing about the way it walks . . . well, wild is the only 
way you can express it. Well, that s Lois. She'has that 
same sort of thing about her. She’s wild in the sense 
that she’s untamed and just the way she wants to be. You 
couldn’t ever put her into a routine job anywhere.” 

“And she married Callender?” 

‘Tin coming to that. There are lots of these carnival 
gil ls who are tough. They let the life coarsen them. 

“And Lois didn’t?” Mason asked. “Is that what you’re 
trying to tell me.” 

“Exactly. Lois never had any advantages. She wanted 
to express herself in motion. Look here, Mr. Mason, you 
say you saw a fan-dancer. If you ever saw Lois Fenton, 
the real Lois Fenton, you wouldn’t call her a fan-dancer. 
You don't think of sex when she’s dancing, not in that 
way. You think of beauty.” 

Mason glanced at Della Street. 

Della said. “You’re in love with her, perhaps that’s 

I * * 
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Sheldon said, "No, it isn’t that. You’ve got the cart 
before the horse. It’s because she’s so beautiful and all of 
that that I'm in love with her, not that I just think she’s 

beautiful and clean and fine because I’m crazy about 

1 ' ’ 
her. 

Mason said, “All right. Now let’s have the facts.” 
“There are two dancers using the name of Lois Fen¬ 
ton. but the real Lois ... I can’t explain fully right now, 
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Mr. Mason.” 

Mason said, “I can’t do a thing until you’ve given me 
the facts and I know where to start working and how to 
start working.” 

‘‘Lois Fenton has a brother, Jasper fenton, Sheldon 
said. “He’s made a lot of trouble for Lois. Callender met 
Lois. He fell for her like a ton of bricks. Because he was 
rich, he thought that was all there was to it. Then he 
found Lois wasn’t for lease and wasn t for sale. He gave 
Jasper a job, running his office. It was a nice job. It had 

a good salary. 

‘‘That’s Callender’s way. It was easy for Jasper to play 
the horses. Callender made it easy. He s a deep one, 


make no mistake about that, Mr. Mason. 

‘‘The boy forged two checks for arbund three thou¬ 
sand dollars. That gave Callender everything he wanted. 
Don’t try to tell me those crude methods don t work any 
longer. They do. I saw them work. John Callender is a 
big shot in his home county. When he whistles, the pros¬ 
ecutor jumps through hoops. Callender pretended that 
he was surprised and shocked to death. He made it stick. 
Actually, he’d watched the kid like a hawk, putting 
temptation in his way and waiting for him to fall. He 
wanted to make certain the kid stole enough to make 
restitution impossible, not enough to really hurt. W hen 

he gave Jasper that job ...” 

‘‘All right, never mind that,” Mason interrupted. Re¬ 
gardless of whether it should have worked or not, the 
fact is it did work. She married him. Is that right?” 

‘‘She married him.” 

‘‘And broke your heart?” Della Street asked. 

“Yes.” 
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“Can you tell us about the marriage?** Della askecl. 

‘‘Callender trapped her into marriage and it was like 
trapping a wild thing. Lois was like a wild animal in a 
cage. But she played fair with John. She would have con¬ 
tinued to stay with him until it killed her if he’d played 


fair with her. 

“But he didn't, and Lois pulled out. 

“She’d become very much attached to this horse that 
John had given her. Well, she pulled out and took the 
horse with her, and then Callender went nuts. He 
dragged out these old checks, swore he was going to 
prosecute Jasper for forgery. Lois claimed her marriage 
had wiped out that indebtedness; that all she had agreed 
to do was to marry John and give him a chance, fair and 
square, to prove that the thing would work. Well, a week 
qr so ago someone on horseback quietly rode up to Cal¬ 
lender’s place, slipped in the office, opened the safe, and 
was discovered. lie got away, but the watchman took a 

shot at him. lie says he knows he hit the horse from the 

/ 

way the animal jumped.’’ 

“Why did the burglar ride in on horseback?’’ Mason 


asked. 

“Because a man on foot would have stood no chance 
of sneaking into the grounds without having the dogs 
corner him. But a man on horseback, if he was bold 
enough and daring enough, and in particular if he had a 
horse that the dogs knew, could get away with it hands 


down. 

“There’s the story in a nutshell, Mr. Mason. The check 
business is pretty well washed up. A jury might not con¬ 
vict when the full story came out. But if Callender can 
prove that either Lois Fenton or her brother rode her 
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horse up to his house, opened the safe and tried to steal 
those checks, he’d then have a brand new hold on her. 
Callender wants to find Lois’ horse. He can’t. Lois says 
someone stole it the night of the burglary—or else that 
it just strayed away, saddle and all. 

“So you can see what happened when your ad ap¬ 
peared in the paper . . . Now then, that’s all I know 
about it.” 

Mason jerked his thumb toward the door leading into 
the corridor and said, “And Callender has the room 
right across the hall.” 

“That’s right.” 

“You’re here trying to spy on him?’’ 

“I want to try to find out what lie’s doing.” 

“Does he know you by sight?” 

“No.” 

“By name?” 

“I hope not, but he may. I’m not certain about that. 

“ Just what do you expect to accomplish by keeping 
an eye on him this way?” 

“I don’t know. I do know that if he finds that horse 
and tries to drag Lois back to him that I’ll . . . Well, I 

guess there’s nothing I can do.” 

Mason said, impatiently, “Don’t lie to me. You re not 
just spying on him. You intend to search his room when 
he’s out. Is that it?” 

Sheldon squirmed uncomfortably inside his robe. 

‘‘Is it?” Mason asked. 

“Yes.” 

“You’ve been in there already?” 

“Yes.” 

“More than once.” 
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“Find anything?” 

“Not the checks. I found a receipt from the news¬ 
paper for the want ad. It had your name on it. That’s 
how I knew what Callender wanted when he came to 
your office.” 

“You have a key to his room?” 

“A passkey. I borrowed the maid’s passkey for a min¬ 
ute, made a wax impression, had one made.” 

“And you want me to help Lois Fenton?” Mason 
asked. 

“God, yes. I’ll mortgage my soul to pay you. I'll . . .” 
“Get out of here,” Mason said. “Pack up, check out 
and beat it. Bring Lois Fenton to my office tomorrow— 
the real one. Have her there at ten-thirty. Now dress, 
pack and get out.” 

“But hotel rooms are scarce, and . . .” 

“I said check out.” 

“I’d have to sleep on a bench in the park or a railroad 
station ...” 

“I don’t give a damn where you sleep. If I’m going to 
have anything to do with you, I want you to quit being 

across the hall from this woman’s husband. You’re crazv 

$ 

about his wife. You dog his steps, shadow his room . . . 
Get the hell out of this hotel. Leave Callender to me.” 
Mason got to his feet. “Come on, Della.’’ 

They left Arthur Sheldon still sitting on the edge of 

O o 

the bed, shivering slightly. 

From a phone booth in an all-night restaurant two 
blocks down the street from the hotel, Mason called the 
night number of Paul Drake, head of the Drake Detec¬ 
tive Agency. “How quick can you get some shadows on 
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a man in the Richmell Hotel, Paul?” 

Drake said, ‘‘Have a heart, Perry. I can get competent 
men these days. But trying to get a room in a hotel . . 

‘‘How soon?” Mason interrupted. 

.‘‘How urgent?” Drake countered. 

‘‘Damned urgent.” 

‘‘Say half an hour.” 

‘‘Okay,” Mason said, ‘‘we’ll compromise on twenty 
minutes. I want to have a man planted in the corridor on 
the fifth floor. I want him to cover room 511.” 

Drake’s voice, more wide-awake now, registered a 
protest. ‘‘It’s damn near impossible, Perry.” 

Mason said, ‘‘We’ll talk over the difficulties in the 
morning.” 

‘‘We’ll have to cut the house dick in on it.” 

‘‘Why?” 

‘‘Cripes, have a heart. Perry! You can’t stick a man in 
the corridor of a hotel at this time of night without hav¬ 
ing the house dick pick him up within an hour or so. 
That’ll mean ten bucks, maybe twenty-five bucks.” 

“Here’s a tip for you, Paul. Room 510 is being va¬ 
cated immediately. Your man can move into that room.” 

“Okay, Perry, that’s a break. The hotel is the Rich¬ 
mell, that right?” 

“That’s right. Here’s something else,” Mason said. 

“What?” 

“Don’t go to sleep after you get your man on the job 
at the Richmell. I have another job for you.” 

“I was afraid of that,” Drake groaned. “What else?” 

“I want you to find a horse.” 

“Oh, sure,” Drake said. “Something nice and gentle 
for Della to ride? Or would you like a little more spir- 
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ited mount for yourself. Perry? I can get .. . 

“Skip the wisecracks,” Mason interrupted. We 
haven’t time. The horse I want belongs to a fan-dancer.” 

“A what?” 

“A fan-dancer.” . . • 

“Say, look here,” Drake said, suddenly suspicious, 

“you aren't stepping out with a lew drinks under yotn 

belt, are you, Perry, just giving me . . .?” 

“Hell, no,” Mason interposed, irritably, rins is im¬ 
portant. The horse is a seven-year-old chestnut gelding, 
American saddle bred, fifteen hands high, white star on 
the forehead, white right hind loot. The horse belonged 
at one time lo a man by the name of Callender, who is a 
big shot, l ie has a ranch in the Imperial Valley near the 
Mexican border. He gave the horse to a fan-dancer who 
covered a catch-as-catch-can night club in lkawley. The 
horse was stolen while she was there, or it may have just 
wandered away. 1 want you to cover the whole Imperial 
Valley. Start looking for that horse. When you find it, 
keep it under cover. Have your men on the ground by 

daylight.” 

“How many men do you want?” 

“Enough to find the horse.” 

“Hell, they’ll find it,” Drake said, gloomily. “My men 
are good detectives, but that doesn’t mean they know 
one end of a horse from the other. They'll be so anxious 
to get home from that desert heat that every man I send 
down there will telephone by ten o'clock in the morning 
that he’s found your chestnut gelding with a white star 
on his forehead and a white right hind foot. And then 
I'll have to go down there myself to see if it’s the right 
one . Say, Perry, how the hell would I go about find- 
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ing out whether the horse is the right one, or not? What 
name does he answer to?" 

"I don’t know his name." 

"Well, for the love of Mike, Perry, there are probably 
a million horses in the Imperial Valley and . . . Hell, 
Perry, when someone wants you to find a dog they tell 
you the name he answers to." 

"Just how would a horse answer?" Mason asked. 

Drake thought that over and then said, "I’m damned 
if I know, Perry." 

"I take it you don’t know much about horses?" 

"I know enough about them," Drake said, "to know 
that unless we get a better description than that you’ll 
have two dozen horses by ten o’clock in the morning." 

"Not if your men are really on their toes," Mason said. 
"The horse was lost about a week ago. It will have to be 
a stray horse that has wandered into some ranch. It will 
be an American saddle-bred gelding, fifteen hands high, 
chestnut . . 

"Yeah," Drake interrupted wearily. "I wrote all that 
down when you gave it to me the first time. I still claim 
that we’ll have a whole flock of horses by nine o’clock 
unless I can get something more definite to go on." 

"Well," Mason said, "I’ll give you something more 
definite to go on. Unless I’m mistaken, the horse will 
have a bullet wound.” 

"A bullet wound!" 

"That’s right. If it isn’t in the horse, it will be a bullet 
implanted in the saddle. The saddle is a nice, hand-tool¬ 
ed saddle made by Bill Wyatt of Austin, Texas. Now 
then, get busy and get your man on the job at the Rich- 
mell right away." 
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It was nine-thirty in the morning when Mason unlatch¬ 
ed the door of his private oflice. 

Della Street had the mail opened and sorted in three 
neat stacks on Mason’s desk: the important pile, which 
Mason must answer immediately; the less important pile 
on which action could be deferred, and the third and 
larger pile which could be handled by secretarial an¬ 
swers. 

Mason frowned at the desk. “Gosh, how I love to read 
letters. Mail is a wonderful thing, Della. Every morning 
it brings us a cross section of people’s thoughts. People 
who have mysteries they’d like to have me solve gratui¬ 
tously; people who have an axe to grind; people who 
want to borrow money; people who make suggestions 
about cases I’ve tried. They all follow a certain general 
pattern, and yet they have that peculiar something 
which springs from individuality. Those letters help me 
to understand people—and if you don’t understand 
people you can’t ever expect to make a successful jury 
lawyer—but they don’t make me want to answer ’em . . . 
Heard anything from Paul Drake, Della?’’ 

“He wants you to give him a ring when you come in. 
Says it’s nothing important, just a routine report, and 
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Arthur Sheldon is waiting in the outer office, nervous as 
a cat." 

Mason’s eyes narrowed. ‘‘Seems to have something on 
his mind?" 

‘‘So Gertie says. She says lie’s driving her crazy, walk¬ 
ing the floor and biting away at his fingernails." 

‘‘All right. Let’s have a look at Sheldon, Della, and see 
what’s bothering him." 

Della Street picked up the telephone, instructed Ger¬ 
tie to send Sheldon in, and then met him at the door 
of the private office. 

Sheldon walked directly toward Mason. His hands 
were fumbling at the inside pocket of his coat as he 
crossed the office. Mason said, ‘‘Sit down." 

Sheldon, like one in a daze, continued to walk over 
toward Mason, and by the time he had reached the cor¬ 
ner of the desk had extracted a thick wallet from his 
inside breast pocket. 

‘‘Mr. Mason," he said nervously, the words all run¬ 
ning together in his haste and anxiety, ‘‘I want to retain 
you. I want to get your representation. A general repre¬ 
sentation, a blanket representation—for Lois Fenton. I 
want you to protect her interests.” 

‘‘In what?" 

"In everything." 

“Well,” Mason said, “when she comes in at ten-thirty 
we’ll . . 

"No, no. Whether she comes in or not I want this to 
cover everything. I have some money." 

Sheldon opened the wallet and began pulling out 
money. There were five-dollar bills, one-dollar bills, a 
few twenty-dollar bills, one fifty-dollar bill. 
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Mason watched him gravely. “How much money do 
you have there, Sheldon?” 

“I don’t know. I haven’t counted it. I’ve been busy, 
raising what I could.” 

Mason nodded to Della Street. 

Della Street’s nimble fingers ran through the pile of 
bills. “Nine hundred and eighty-nine dollars,” she said. 

Mason’s long, strong fingers began to drum silently on 
the edge of the desk. “Give him back half of it,” he said. 
“Make him a receipt for the other half, Della. Have it 
appear as a retainer for Lois Fenton and for no other 


person. 

Della Street gave Sheldon half of the money back, 
moved over to her typewriter. 

“Date it the sixteenth,” Mason said. 

Della looked up at him in surprise, then motioned 
toward the daily calendar on the wall which exhibited a 
sign saving “Today is the seventeenth.” 

“ The sixteenth,” Mason repeated firmly. 

Della Street dated the receipt the sixteenth, and hand¬ 
ed it to Mason. Mason signed it, gave it to Sheldon, said 
to Della Street, “Run down the corridor to Paul Drake’s 
office, Della. Tell him I want complete coverage on this 
case.” 


“Complete?" Della Street asked. 

Mason nodded. 

She said, “I'll be right back,” and vanished through 
the exit door into the corridor. 

Sheldon said, “This is a load off my mind, Mr. Mason. 
You understand how I—well, perhaps I hadn’t better say 
anything more. I'll be running along.” 

“Sit down,” Mason said. 
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Sheldon became afflicted with the restlessness of great 
urgency. “Mr. Mason, you’re a busy man, and I’ve got 
things to do. I’ll run along. You’re going to represent 
Lois now and . . .” 

“Sit down,” Mason interrupted. 

Sheldon moved toward the door. Then gripped by 
the power of the lawyer’s eyes and the authority in his 
voice slowly walked back to the big, overstaffed client’s 
chair and sat down on the extreme edge of it. 

“You checked out of the Richmell Hotel the way I 
told you to?” 

“Yes.” 

“When?” 

“Why right after you left, of course.” 

“Have another room?” 

“I finally got one, yes.” 

“Where?” 

“791 East Lagmore.” 

“A hotel?” 

“A dump.” 

“How did you happen to go there? Ever stayed there 
before?” 

“No. I just saw the sign. I drove around in the 
cheaper districts. I knew I couldn’t get in in the better 
places—not at that hour.” 

“What hour was it?” 

“I wouldn’t know. It was right after you left that I 
checked out. I got this room about half an hour later.” 

“You’re certain you checked out right after I left?” 

“Yes.” 

Mason looked at his watch. Sheldon squirmed uncom¬ 
fortably. “Why did you give me half of the money back, 



Mr. Mason?” 

“You’re going to need it,” Mason said. “You can go 
now.” 

A look of relief flashed across Sheldon’s face. He 
started for the door. “Remember,” he said, “you 11 rep¬ 
resent Lois.” And then after a moment added, “No mat¬ 
ter what happens.” 

The door check slowly closed the door behind him. 

A few moments later Della Street opened the door of 
his private office. 

“Okay?” Mason asked. 

“Okay. You wanted Sheldon shadowed. That was it, 

wasn t it? 

“That’s right.” 

“That’s what I thought you meant,” Della exclaim¬ 
ed with relief, “when you said you wanted complete cov¬ 
erage. Paul Drake had a man in his office who’ll pick up 
Sheldon at the elevator. Why did you want the receipt 
dated yesterday, Chief?” 

Mason said wearily, “I guess you’ll have to call it a 
hunch, Della—or it may be just the cynicism of a lawyer 
who has seen too much of the human soul when it’s 
twisted by the hands of destiny. The police might regard 
it as evidence if it were dated today.” 
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Chapter Seven 


Ten-thirty came and went with no sign of Lois Fenton. 

O 

At eleven o’clock Perry Mason’s private telephone rang 
sharply. This telephone, which had an unlisted number, 
did not go through the office switchboard, but was a 
trunk line connected directly with Mason’s desk. 

Mason picked up the receiver, said, “Hello.” 

Paul Drake’s voice at the other end of the line said, 
“We’ve found your horse, Perry.” 

“Where?” 

“Ranch down near Calexico.” 

“You’re sure it’s the same horse?” 

“Yes. The horse came wandering in to the ranch all 
saddled and bridled, with a broken bridle rein, as though 
he’d been galloping and had stepped on it. The horse 
answers the description, but the pay-off is the saddle. 
It’s a beautiful hand-tooled saddle made by Wyatt of 
Austin, Texas, and it has what my operative cautiously 
described over the party telephone as some additional 
metal inserts other than those put on the saddle by the 
maker.” 

“A bullet, Paul?” 

“Judging from his words and the tone of his voice, 
that’s what I inferred he was trying to tell me.” 
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“I want that horse, also the saddle and bridle.” 

“You’ve got ’em,” Drake said. “My man put up fifteen 
dollars covering all charges and lias the horse. Then he 
rented a horse trailer, loaded the horse, and is well on his 
way up here right now. He was smart enough to wait 
until he got out of Imperial County before phoning.” 

“Good work, Paul. Remember I want the horse, the 
bridle and the saddle.” 

“Okay, you’ve got ’em.” 

“Anything else?” Mason asked. 

“ Just a lot of routine.” 

Mason said, “Hold the line a minute, Paul.” 

He turned away from the telephone, squinted his eyes 
against the light of the window, once more made rapid, 
nervous drumming motions on the desk. Then he turned 
back to the telephone. “Any mark on the horse, Paul?” 

“A scratch along the horse’s left hip. I gather from 
what my man said it was probably made by the bullet 
before it embedded itself in the saddle.” 

“Okay,” Mason said crisply. “That does it. Come on 
in here. I want to talk with you.” 

“Be right in,” Drake said, and hung up. 

Mason said to Della Street, “They’ve got the horse. 
Open the door for Paul, will you, Della? He’s coming 

• n 

in. 

Della Street moved swiftly across the office, stood 
waiting at the door, and as she heard the pound of 
Drake’s feet in the corridor, opened the door and ad¬ 
mitted the detective. 

Paul Drake, lanky and loose-jointed, crossed over to 
the overstufTed leather chair and doubled himself into a 
position resembling a jackknife. 
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"Gosh, what a break!" he exclaimed. 

‘‘Finding the horse?" Mason asked. 

Drake grinned and the grin lit up a lugubrious coun¬ 
tenance. "Identifying the damn thing," he said. "It 
saves me a trip to the Valley.” 

"Give me the dope, Paul," Mason said. 

"Well, I put three operatives on the job. I told them 
to hire men to help them in the Valley if they had to. I 
had visions of having to go clown there to unscramble 
the mess. I was afraid each man would show up with a 
horse that was his favorite candidate, and I'd have to be 
the arbiter. What the hell is an American saddle-bred 


horse, Perry?" ——- 

Mason grinned. “Take a look at the one you’ve got 
when he gets here." 

‘*ro me," Drake announced, “a horse is a horse. Gosh, 
it sure was a break that we ran onto this one. My man 
hit it first tiling. Of course, when you come right down 
to it, Perry, the fact that he had a saddle on when he got 


away gave us a real break.” 

Drake waited for Mason to volunteer information. 
Mason said nothing. 

Drake asked, ‘‘How did it happen that the horse got 
lost when it was saddled and bridled?" 

"I thought you didn’t know anything about horses." 

"I know the facts of life. When you put a saddle on a 
horse it means someone wants to ride him. W hen you 
put a bridle on a horse it means the same thing. And 
that bullet hole—well, let’s hope we get the right an¬ 
swers before the cjuestions are made official." 

"Can you depend on this chap who’s bringing the 
horse in, Paul?” 
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“I’d trust him anywhere, any time with anything.” 

“And is he suspicious about the circumstances under 
which the horse became lost?” Mason asked. 

“Put that ‘lost’ in quotes,” Drake said. “Of course he’s 
suspicious.” 

“What was the name of the rancher—the one who 
had the horse?” 

Drake consulted his notes. “A chap by the name of 
Nolan,” he said. “Wait a minute, I’ll give you his full 
name. Frank Loring Nolan. Of course, Perry, when my 
man gets back we ll have a lot more detailed informa¬ 
tion. What I know now is stuff I picked up over the tele¬ 
phone in a hurried conversation. What I want to find 
out lrom you is how to answer the questions that I’ll be 

ask « 1 '' //M-tr 

“Nolan’s place fenced?” Mason asked. If 

“(Josh, Perry, / don’t know. My man got the horse 

* / o 

and, alter all, that was the main thing. As soon as he 
mentioned that extra bit of metal in the saddle and the 
mark on the back of the horse, I thought it would be a 
find idea to do our talking at this end of the line after 
he got here with the horse.” 

Mason said, “Paul, where <an I get an assessor’s map 
that would show the various acreages and the ownership 
in that part of the country?” 

Drake grinned. “Believe it or not. right in mv office.” 

“You have one?” 


“I have two dozen. Falk about coincidences! A few 
weeks ago I worked on a case where I needed detailed 
assessor's maps of the Valley, so I had ’em on hand for 
the boys ’when they drove in. And a good thing, too. con¬ 
sidering the hour you . . ." 
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Mason interrupted the detective to nod at Della 
Street. “Get the maps, will you, Della?” 

Della Street glided out through the exit door and 
down the corridor. 

Drake slid around sideways in the big, overstufFed 
chair, adopting his favorite position with one arm of the 
chair under the small of his back, the other one support¬ 
ing his knees. There was about him a mournful look of 
extreme pessimism, an innocuous, self-effacing expres¬ 
sion which in any gathering would automatically rele¬ 
gate him to the background. 

Della Street returned with the maps and Mason 
spread them out on his desk. 

“You want to find this man Nolan on the map?” 
Drake asked. 

“That’s right.” 

“Down somewhere southwest of El Centro, just north 
of Black Butte somewhere,” Drake said. “Now this was 
the strip of territory my man was to work. Here we are. 
Down this road. See that patch there? Looks like forty 
acres—F. L. Nolan—that must be the place.” 

Mason studied the map. 

“What is it?” Drake asked, leaning over, as Mason’s 
finger came to a stop on an oblong etched on the map. 

“The name,” Mason said, “seems to be Jose Campo 
Colima.” 

“Sure,” Drake said, “there are a lot of persons of Mex¬ 
ican descent who own land down there and . . .” 

Mason looked up at Della. “Mean anything to you?” 

“Why yes, of course. That’s the courteous gentleman 
who took the old Mexican woman who had been hurt in 
to see a doctor.” 
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“Jose Campo Colima, Mason repeated, musingly, 
“and he has a twenty-acre place about—let’s see, I d say it 
was about a mile and a half to the north of the ranch of 

F. L. Nolan.” 

“You know this guy Colima?” Drake asked. 

“I’ve met him,” Mason said, and then added signifi¬ 
cantly, “and that’s all. Come on, Paul, we’re going to go 
call on a man in the Richmell Hotel.” 

“Your car or mine?” 

“Mine, unless we can spot a taxi at the stand down 
here on the corner.” 

They found a cab waiting at the taxi stand and Mason 
gave the address of the Ric hmell Hotel. 

As they entered the hotel, Paul Drake said, Ive got 
a complete report on everything that went on here after 
two-twenty this morning. Perry. I hat’s when my man 

i 

got on the job.” 

“I’ll get it after a while,” Mason said. “Nothing star¬ 
tling about it, is there?” 

“Nothing except that your man in room 511 seemed 
to be doing a land office business until after three o’clock 
in the morning. And you were all wet about the chap in 
510 checking out.” 

Mason, who had been striding across the lobby to¬ 
ward the elevator, abruptly stopped. “What’s that?” 

“Five-ten. The party didn’t cheek out until more than 
an hour after you telephoned.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Sure.” 

“Where was your man spotted?” 

"Up in the corridor in a mop closet.” 

“Did he have to square himself with the house dic k?” 
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“Hell, yes. It cost him twenty bucks, and he had to 
plant himself in a mop closet. Then he finally got the 
chance to move into 510, after the other party moved 
out. The room clerk didn’t want to rent it to him be¬ 
cause there wasn’t any maid service at that hour in the 
morning and the bed hadn’t been made up and all that, 
but he moved in there anyway.” 

‘‘And covered the corridor from that room?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Until when?” 

“As far as I know, they’re still covering it,” Drake 
said. I sent a relief down to help him about five 
o’clock.” 

“Well, we’ll go to 511,” Mason said, “and stop in and 
talk with the boys in 510 afterwards. You got a shadow 
on that chap who was in my office?” 

“Uh huh. The guy reported on the phone a few min¬ 
utes ago. Your man went to a rooming house at 791 East 
Lagmore and holed up.” 

Mason nodded thoughtfully. “Keep your man on the 
job, Paul. Okay, let’s go see Callender.” 

Mason signaled the elevator operator. They rode in 

silence up to the fifth floor, walked down the strip of 

carpet along the corridor, and paused in front of room 
511. 

A cardboard sign dangled from the doorknob bearing 
the words, do not disturb. 

Mason glanced at his watch. “Ten thirty-five,” he 
said. 

“He isn’t going to like it if we wake him up,” Drake 
said, in a low voice. “Remember, Perry, he was up until 
around three o’clock this morning seeing people.” 
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"He isn’t going to like it, anyway,” Mason said, and 
knocked on the door. 

There was no answer. Mason’s knuckles pounded 
again, this time more authoritatively. When there was 
still no answer, Mason rattled the knob of the door. 

“Take it easy, Perry,” Drake warned. “You’ll have the 
house detective . . . Oh, oh!” 

The knob which Mason had been rattling clicked 
back. The door swung open an inch or two. 

“l ake it easy, Perry,” Drake warned again. 

Mason cautiously pushed the door open. 

The room was in a weird hall-light, as though some of 
the darkness of the preceding evening had been trapped 
in the room with the closing of the door and the pulling 
of the drapes. The odor of stale tobacco smoke and cig¬ 
arette ends assailed their nostrils. 

Drake, peering past Mason’s shoulder, suddenly turn¬ 
ed, made a panic stricken rush for the door of 510. 

Mason, standing in the door of 511, said, “Hold it, 
Paul. Keep an eye on the corridor.” 

“Come on out of there. Perry. Please! I can’t tip you 
off in time in case someone should . . .” 

Mason gestured for silence with a finger on his lips, 
stepped into the room, gently closed the door behind 
him, and clicked on the light switch. 

The body of John Callender lay sprawled on the floor. 

The man was fully dressed, lying on his back, the 
right eye all but closed, the left half-opened, leering 
drunkenly at the overhead light. There was no indica- 
tion of a struggle. 

OO 

A Japanese sword had been plunged into his chest. 
The handle and some seven inches of the blade stood 
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straight up, protruding from the body. 

That which made the scene the more gruesome was 

the fact that Callender had apparently, with his last 

conscious elioit, grasped at the blade of the sword and 

tiied to pull it out of his chest. His right hand, rigid in 

death, was clasped about the razor-keen blade, and that 

blade had bitten into the fingers, down as far as the 
bone. 

Taking great care not to touch anything, Mason de¬ 
toured the red stain on the carpet and looked about him. 

The room in which the body was lying was the recep¬ 
tion room of a suite. Back of it was a bedroom which 
Mason could see through the open door. The bed was 
made up and had not been slept in. Back of the bedroom 
was a bathroom. Lights were on in the bathroom. The 
door was partially open. 

Using his handkerchief so that he would leave no 
fingerprints, Mason pushed the bathroom door all the 
way open so that he could see no one was in the room. 
Then lie gently closed the door again until it was in its 
original position. 

A closet at the far end of the bedroom caught Mason’s 
eye. Here the door was standing wide open. More than 
a dozen suits hanging on a central bar were visible 
through this open door. 

Mason moved over so that he could see the entire 
closet. It was well filled with clothes, clothes which 
ranged from rough tweeds to a tuxedo and a full dress 
suit. A shoe rack contained more than a dozen pairs of 
shoes of different types. 

Once more using his handkerchief so that he would 
leave no fingerprints, Mason opened one of the drawers 



(>0 


THE CASE OF THE 


in the bureau. It was well filled with shirts and neatly 
folded underwear. 

Mason pushed the drawer closed, walked back to the 
parlor of the suite, again detoured the body and opened 
the door a crack. 

Paul Drake was standing in the doorway of 510. 

Mason raised his eyebrows in a silent question, and 
Drake nodded. 

Once more using his handkerchief to protect his hands 
from contact with the doorknob, Mason stepped out 
into the corridor, pulled the door shut behind him and 
darted across to the sanctuary of room 510. 


Drake kicked the door shut. 

A man who had evidently been asleep had thrown off 
a light blanket and was sitting up on the edge of the 
rumpled bed. 11 is coat had been hung over the back of a 
( hair, his shoes were on the floor, he was wearing shirt 
and trousers. Another man, standing near the washbowl, 
held a half-smoked cigarette in between the forked fin¬ 


gers of his right hand, the smoke eddying upward. Me 
was regarding Paul Drake with hard, startled eyes. 

tj o 

Drake said, “I)o you know these boys, Perry?” 

Mason shook his head. 

Paul Drake indicated the man on the bed. “Frank 
Faulkner,” he said, and then nodding toward the man 
standing up, said, Harvey Julian. ’ 

Both men nodded. There was no attempt made to 
mouth any acknowledgment of the introduction. 

Drake tinned to Mason, “I m going to have to lcpoit 
this. Perry.” 

Mason shook his head, waved his hand back and forth 
with the fingers open, a gesture of dismissal. 
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I tell you. I’ve got to," Drake said. "Hells bells 
Peny, I ve got a license at stake. The smart boys amend¬ 
ed Section /a/8 of the Business and Professions Code to 
provide that in addition to all of the other causes for 
ievoking the license of a private detective, the Board 
could make a revocation for any other cause which the 
Board deems sufficient.’ You know what that means. 
I hey \e got you where it hurts. And they don't like me ” 

Mason said, "Just a minute, Paul. I want to find out 
something first." 

Drake shook his head. "Perry, I'm telling you I can't 

take a chance with it. We don't know what's goin<> to 
happen here, and if I don't ...” ° 

He broke off as knuckles sounded on the door panel 
Now what?" Mason asked. 

‘Oh, Lord," Drake groaned. "We're in for it now. 

’ ’ • • • 

' Wait a minute,” Mason said, as the knock was re¬ 
peated. "Hold everything, Paul. It's across the hall on 
the door of 511.” 

Faulkner stepped to the door of the room, placed his 
eyes to the eyepiece of a portable periscope which had 

, en s ° arranged that the opening projected slightly 
above the edge of the half-open transom. 

Room service,” he announced curtly, in a half-whis¬ 
per. A tray with a pot of coffee.” 

Once more the knock was repeated. Then Faulkner 

said, tensely. "He's trying the doorknob. Going in. Okay, 

he s in the room now switching on the lights . . . There 
he goes.” 

They heard the sound of a banging door, of steps 
running down the corridor. 
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“If they ever find out I’ve been there they’ll have my 
license for not reporting it,” Drake groaned. 

“Who’s going to find out if you were in there?” 

Drake snorted, “Don’t be silly, we’re sewed up.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“That house detective,” Drake said mournfully. 
“He’s got the dead wood. And right now they’re notify¬ 
ing the Homicide Squad. We couldn’t possibly get out 
of here without putting our necks in a noose. Were 
trapped—right here in this room. We could stay here all 
right until the thing blew over, if it weren’t for the fact 
that when the police get to quizzing the house dick 
they’ll find out I had a man on this floor; that the house 
dick took twenty bucks to let him hide in the mop closet 
at the end of the corridor, and then put him in this 
room. That means the police will come here. We don’t 
dare to get out before they come, and when they do 


come we re trapped.” 

There was a moment < 
moved over to the room 


)l heavy silence. Then Mason 
telephone, picked it up and 


called a number. 


“What’s the number?” Drake asked suspiciously. 
“Police headquarters,” Mason said, holding his hand 
over the mouthpiece of the telephone. “Okay. Here you 
are, Paul. Report your murder if you want to. Just don t 

mention my name—not yet.” 

“They’ll already have the report,” Drake said. “That 


bellboy . . .” 

“What the hell,” Mason said cheerfully, 


“there isn’t 


anything in the Business and Professions Code that says 
you have to report it first.” 

Drake took the telephone. “Hello, headquarters? Paul 
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Drake, Drake Detective Agency. I want to report a mur- 
det. Room all, Richmell Hotel. The victim is a John 
Callender. 1 had men shadowing his room. A bellboy 

We ” t ln J ust now and discovered the crime, and . . ." 
lason s forefinger firmly pressed down the button on 
ie phone which cut off the connection. 

“What the hell?" the detective exclaimed. 

The law says you have to report it. You've reported 

it. You dont have to visit with them over the phone 
Hang it up, Paul.” 1 

Drake dropped the receiver into the pronged cradle 
Faulkner, the operative who was sitting on the edo e of 
the bed, said, "For God s sake, will somebody wise me 

Julian, on duty at the door, said, "We don’t know a 

t ung about it, Frank. We’re covering the room, that’s 

all we know. Don't listen to their conversation, if you 
don t want to.” 1 

Faulkner said, "I don’t think I want to.” 

Drake said, “That’s all right. I'm responsible for vou 
1 m hiding you responsible to me. Perry." 
Okay by me,” Mason said, cheerfully. "Let's have the 
works and have it fast. Faulkner, you’re the one who 
came on duty last night?” 

"That’s right.” 

“When?” 

•. ,“ I . arrived here at a'ixmt 2.16 or 2.17, and got on the 

job in two or three minutes after that. I’d figure perhaps 

two-seventeen and a half, if I had to get right down to a 

split second. For all-around purposes, I entered it in my 
notebook as 2.20.” 

“You got here pretty fast,” Mason said. 
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“I was having a poker game in my apartment, Faulk¬ 
ner explained. “Drake’s call caught me there. He said it 
was urgent and I jumped in my car and came down here. 
Not much traffic at that hour ot the night and I made it 


fast.” 


“What did you do?” 

“I looked around for the house dick. He wasn t in the 
lobby—probably prowling the corridors. I carry a hotel 
key in my pocket lor jobs of this kind. I walked across 
the lobby jingling the hotel key, got in the elevator and 
went directly to the fifth floor.” 


“Then what?” 

“I looked the place over,” Faulkner said. “The boss 
had told me that room 510 would be vacant. I saw there 
was light coming under the door. I also saw theie was 
light aiming under the door of 511. I figured 510 hadn’t 
( he( ked out yet and I'd wait for him to get out. I looked 
around the corridor for the mop closet. That’s the best 
place to wait on a job of this kind. I found it. Fortu¬ 
nately it was located almost directly across from the el¬ 
evator and where I had a clear view down the corridor. I 
got in there. It was pretty cramped, but I could man¬ 
age to stand up and get a squint down the corridor.’’ 

“You had this periscope arrangement? ’ Mason asked. 

Harvey Julian said, “No, I brought that with me 

when I came on duty.’’ 


‘What time?” 

“Five o’clock this morning. Drake got me and asked 
me to come up here and spell Frank Faulkner in case 
there should be a shadow job turn up. 

“Where was Faulkner? 

“I was in the room here by that time, Faulkner said. 
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“What time did you get in the room?” 

“Its quite a long story," Faulkner said. "Id rather 
tell it the way it happened." 

"Okay, let’s have it your way then." Mason said. 

Only remember, we haven't got much time. Make it 

snappy." 

“Well, as I say, i got on the job at 2.20. There was 
a lot doing in room 511. People were going in and out." 

What people?" Mason asked. 

Faulkner took a notebook lrom his pocket. "You want 
absolutely everything in the order it happened?" 

Everything. But let’s clear one thing up first. What 
time did you get into the room here at 510?" 

“1 he man who was in it checked out at 3.02 a.m. I 
got in the room about ten minutes after." 

How did you get in the room?" Mason asked. 

"Went downstairs and registered.” 

“Your right name?” 

"Yes.” 

I hen you weren’t covering the corridor between the 
time Sheldon checked out and you got into the room?" 

"Now wait a minute,” Faulkner said. "/ wasn’t, but 
the house dick was. That’s why I wanted to tell it to you 
the way it happened.” 

“Okay,” Mason said, "let’s have it.” 

"The house dick caught up with me about £35. I 

made a mistake. He was pussyfooting down the corridor 
and . . 

"Never mind that,” Mason said. "What happened?” 

There was a little trouble for a minute. I showed him 
my credentials, told him what I was doing and he was 
pretty hostile. I slipped him a ten and that got him over 
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his hostility. He told me he wouldn’t turn me in, but 
told me to get out. It took another ten to fix it so I 
could stay here. I told him that I had a tip 510 was 
going to check out and I was only waiting for that to 
happen. I told him I had to keep the corridor covered." 

“Why did you tell him you were on the job?" Mason 

asked. 

“Told him I didn’t know for sure," Faulkner said, 
“but told him I thought the boss was working on a case 
involving a hotel sneak thief. That made the house dick 
feel good. I slipped him the second ten and told him 
he’d get the credit for making the pinch, if there was a 
pinch, but that my boss would claim the reward on any 
loot we found in the place where the guy lived. That 
suited the house dick all right and we made a deal. He 
said he’d go back to hang around the desk and when 510 
checked out he’d come up here and take my place cover¬ 
ing the corridor. I could go down then and get the 
room." 

“And it happened that way?" 

“That was the way it finally worked out. Five-ten 
checked out around 3.02. The house dick got up here 
around 3.04 and I went down to the desk and got there 
just as the man in five-ten was going out through the 
lobby door, followed by the elevator boy lugging his 
suitcase. I pretended to the clerk that I’d been waiting 
around in the lobby all evening for a room and that I’d 
been promised the first check-out. The clerk didn’t want 
to give me the room because he said they didn’t have any 
maid service at that hour of the night. The last maid 
went off duty at two in the morning and she was only on 
dutv lor emergence calls. I finally convinced him I didn’t 
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caie anything about that, so he let me have the room 
with the understanding that I’d take sheets and towels, 
make up the bed myself and put in fresh towels.” 

“Did you?” Mason asked. 

Faulkner grinned and indicated the rumpled bed. “I 

didn t get in the bed. I just got on it. I put on clean pil¬ 
low slips, that’s all.” 

‘‘Then you and the house dick must be buddies.” 
“We got along all right.” 

‘‘What’s his name?” 

‘‘Sam Meeker.” 

Mason said, “This is important. What time docs he 
come on duty, do you know?” 

‘‘Sure. He comes on at eight at night and goes off at 
eight in the morning.” 

‘‘Anyone on during the day?” 

I don’t know. I didn’t ask him. A lot of these hotels 
only use the house dick at night.” 

All right, Mason said, “he’s off now. That’s going to 

help. Now then, let s have a note of what happened in 
room 511.” 

“Well, just about the time I got established in the 

closet the guy who had 510 here came darting out of 

511. He shot across the corridor, jerked open this door 
and went in.” 

“Do you know what room he came out of?” 

“I think he came out 511.” 

“You don’t know.” 

Not absolutely. It all happened too fast.” 

All right then, you don’t know what room he came 
out of.” 


“I think I know.” 
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“It’s your neck,” Mason said. “Stick it out as far as 
you like, or keep it in. Which side of the corridor was 

the mop closet on? ’ 

“On the other side from 511.” 

“On the same side as 510?” 

“That’s right.” 

Then, looking down along the corridor, when the 
man went back into the room you say you think was 510, 
you didn’t have any depth of perspective. In other words, 
you were looking right along a solid line of doors. How 
could you tell exactly which door the man entered?” 

Faulkner said, “He went in 510. In the first place, the 
door looked like that of 510, but in the secopd place, 
when he opened the door, the oblong ol light streamed 
out into the corridor and 1 el 1 right on the door of 511. 
That shows the door was exactly opposite, and then 
when I went down to the lobby and 510 was checking 
out, I saw the way the man was dressed. He had on exact¬ 
ly the same clothes that the man had worn who came out 
of 511; a distinctive checkered suit.” 

“All right, what happened after that? 

“At about two twenty-two and a half, Faulknci said, 
“the elevator stopped. I clocked it as 2.23, but if you 
want to get really technical about it, it was probably a 
few seconds before that. And you should have seen the 

dish that got out.” 

‘ Give me the particulars.” 

“She was class. She had on a tight-fitting little fine- 
patterned grayish sort of skirt that hit her right at the 
top of the knees, and boy, oh boy, clid she have legs and 
everything that went with 'em, and the way she used her 
feet when she walked! Seemed to just drift along over 
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the floor.” 
i oung? 

“Just a dish,” Faulkner said, “around twenty-two, or 
twenty-three, maybe.” 

“Blonde or brunette?” 

“Auburn-haired.” 

“Anything in her hands?” 

“A violin case.” 

“Go on,” Mason said. 

“She went down to 511.” 

“Then what?” 

“She knocked, waited, evidently heard someone tell 
her to come in. She opened the door and went in.” 

“You don’t know anyone called to her to come in?” 

“No. I couldn’t hear. Just the way she opened the 
door is all.” 

“Better save the mind-reading,” Mason warned. “This 
is going to be a murder case. You’ll be on the stand. 
What happened next?” 

“She came out in just about ten minutes. I clocked 
her out at 2.32. 

“Still carrying the violin case?” 

“Still carrying the violin case.” 

“Then what?” Mason asked. 

Then, at 2.44, a droop about twenty-six or -seven got 
out of the elevator. He walked down the corridor like 
he was going to a fire. He opened the door of 511 and 
popped in, and then he popped out and came down the 
corridor. . . . Well, he acted as though he wanted to 
run but didn’t dare.” 

“How long was he in there?” 

“Ten seconds.” 
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“Describe him.” 

“Droopy shoulders, thin, five seven or eight, a hund¬ 
red and thirty maybe. He was wearing a brown overcoat, 
buttoned up.” 

“An overcoat?” 

“Yes, a light-weight gabardine.” 

. “Hat?” 

“No. Brown curly hair—a dime-store sheik, an under¬ 
fed wolf, fast on his feet, though. I put him as a half 
pimp or a tout. He had something to deliver, something 
lie wanted to leave. I thought he’d phoned from down¬ 
stairs and had a clearance, the way he popped into the 
room and then popped out. You know the way those 
squirts arc. But, of course, he could have seen something 
that scared him—something on the floor.” 

“Better let the police do the speculating. He didn’t 
come right out?” 

“It depends on what you mean by that. It was ten sec¬ 
onds. I timed him.” 

Mason grinned. “Then he wasn't scared. Paul Drake 

beat that time by nine and four-fifths seconds. What else 

/ 

you got?” 

/ n 

“Then at 3.02 Sheldon came out and walked across to 
the door of 511. I thought he was going to knock for a 
minute, but he didn’t knock. He just stood there as 
though he were listening and then he started down the 
corridor toward the elevator. He was looking directly 
at the door of the mop closet so I eased the door shut 
before he got ( lose to me. I waited until I heard him go 
down in the elevator and then I opened the door a crack. 
After a minute I heard the elevator coming up again. I 
ducked back into the mop closet but this time it was Sam 
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Meeker, the house dick. He told me 510 was checking 
out and he d stay on the job and watch the place and I 
could go on down and register and get the room.” 

“You went on down?” 

“Yes.” 

“Take the elevator?” 

“That’s right. Sam took the elevator up. The elevator 
boy was in the lobby lugging Sheldon’s bag, hoping for 
a tip. Sam stepped into the cage and took it up to the 
fifth, gave me the nod, and I stepped into the elevator 
and took her down. There’s only one elevator running 
at that hour. I don’t think anyone knew the cage had 
made a trip—either Sheldon, the clerk, or the operator. 
I left the elevator, moved over into a shadowy place in 
the lobby and as soon as Sheldon was out of the place 
went over and told the clerk I'd been waiting in the 
lobby with the promise of the first check-out. I told him 
the man who was on duty before him had made me the 
promise. The rest is what I’ve told you already.” 

“All right, you got into this room and then what hap¬ 
pened?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Nothing?” 

“That’s right.” 

“There’s a sign do not disturb on the door across 
there. When was that put out?” 

“That must have been put out just about the time the 
house dick was taking over and I’d gone down to reg¬ 
ister,” Faulkner said. “When I came back and moved 
into 510 I noticed that sign on the door. I asked Meeker 
when it had been put there, and Meeker said it was on 
there as soon as he got squared away and noticed what 
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was going on, but Meeker is a bigger man than I am, 
and he had trouble fitting himself into the mop closet.” 

“When you came back up here, that sign do not dis¬ 
turb was on the door?” 

“That’s right.” 

“That sign wasn’t on the door when you went down? 

“Well ... I don’t think it was.” 

“Did you ask Meeker about it?” 

“Yes.” 

“What did he say?” 

“Said no one had even been near the door of the 
room.” 

“But the sign wasn't on when you went down in the 
elevator?” 

“I ... I don’t think it was.” 

Mason turned to Julian, the other detective. “What 
do you know, Julian?” 

“Not a darn thing,” Julian said. “Drake got me about 
4.30. I was in bed. He wanted me to drive down to the 
Imperial Valley for him and I told him nothing doing. 
Then he wanted to know if I’d come up here and take 
a job relieving Frank Faulkner here in the hotel. I told 
him that was okay by me. He wanted to know how soon 
I could get on the job and I told him I’d have to get 
some coffee and I should shave. He told me to put a 
ra/or in my pocket and come on up and I could shave 
here. I stopped in an all-night restaurant and grabbed a 
c up of coffee.” 

“Get anything else?” 

“No, I wasn’t hungry. I just wanted some coffee. I got 
up here and—oh, I don’t know, I guess it really was a few 
minutes after five, but we called it five o’clock in round 
figures because there was nothing doing, and I told 
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Frank to roll over on the bed and take a snooze and I’d 
take over for a while. I was getting ready to wake Frank 
up when you folks came up. 1 saw you knock on the door 
and go in, and then . . .” 

“Here’s what we’ve been waiting for,” Drake inter¬ 
rupted. “It’s the law.” 

Through the transom could be heard authoritative 
voices. A door opened and shut—opened again. A man’s 
voice said, “Let’s dust that doorknob for fingerprints.” 

Mason turned to Faulkner. “This woman that went in 
at 2.23 and out at 2.32. Give me a better description.” 

“She seemed to me to be two-thirds stockings.” 

“That might be a good description at that. What 
about the skirt?” 

“It was some sort of a little black and white checkered 
affair, and there was a coat to match. It was sort of gray¬ 
ish overall but there were little black dots in it, or some¬ 
thing. It gave the effect of a very fine plaid with some 
sort of tan-colored stockings and straight scams and—I 
think she had on brown shoes.” 

“What did she weigh? How tall was she?” 


“Oh around five feet two, or three inches. You can 
just visualize a perfect figure and that’ll be it. She had 
auburn hair.” 

“What’s going on in the corridor, Paul? Have they 
posted a man on guard?” 

Drake, his eye on the periscope, said, “Not in front ol 
the door. They’re all in there. I’ve got to check in witli 
them, Perry. Are you ready?” 

“Give me another thirty seconds. Open the corridor 
door, Paul, take a look down the corridor.” 

The detective opened the door, looked down the cor¬ 
ridor, then closed the door. “Man on guard at the corri- 
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dor by the elevator,” he said. 

Mason moved over and picked up the telephone. 
“Bell captain, please,” he said into the transmitter. 

A moment later, when he had the bell captain on the 
line, he inquired, “Say, what’s wrong up here on the 
fifth floor?” 

The bell captain seemed apologetic. “The police are 
requesting guests who happen to be on the fifth floor to 
remain in their rooms temporarily. It’ll only be for a 
moment or two. They’re getting names and addresses of 
witnesses.” 

“Witnesses to what?” Mason asked. 

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t tell you. It’s a matter of police 
routine.” 

Mason hung up. Something in the wastebasket caught 
his eye. He bent down, retrieved two oily cleansing 
tissues with some red on them. He slipped them into his 
pocket. 

He opened the window, waited for a propitious mo¬ 
ment, then scaled his hat far out over the street and 
closed the window. He crossed the room, opened the 
door, stepped out into the corridor and walked toward 
the elevator. 

The plain-clothes man stepped forward to bar his way. 
“I’m sorry, buddy, you’ll have to wait a minute.” 

Mason looked at him in surprise. “Wait a minute! 
What for?” 

The man turned back the lapel of his coat and let 
Mason see the gold shield. “Just a little formality.” 

“What’s it all about?” 

“I wouldn’t know, but the Chief wants to get the 
names of people on this floor and ask them if they heard 
anything last night. It’ll only take a minute.” 
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Mason said, “Gripes, they rented me a room without 
a bath and I want to go down to the lobby to the wash¬ 
room. You can come along with me now if you want.” 

“I can’t leave the place here. There’s one on this floor, 
ain’t there?’’ 


I guess so,’’ Mason said. “Oh well, okay. How Ion 
it going to be?” 

“Not over five or ten minutes.” 



Mason turned back to the corridor for a step or two, 
then swung back to the plain-clothes man. “You don’t 
know where it is, do you?” 

“Hell, no, I just got here. It ain’t as though you need¬ 
ed a blueprint. Look at the doors. It’ll have a sign on it 
that says, men.” 

“Thanks,” Mason said, sarcastically. “You’re such a 
help.” 

“Cripes, I ain’t a traffic officer.” 

Mason walked along the corridor, ostentatiously look¬ 
ing at each door until he came to the stair door. He 
opened that tentatively, looked back at the plain-clothes 
man. When he saw that the officer seemed to see nothing 
alarming in this, Mason walked through the stair door 
and took the stairs two at a time. There was no watcher 
in the sixth floor corridor, but Mason went up to the 
seventh floor and then to the eighth, just to be on the 
safe side. At the eighth floor he pressed the button 
which summoned the elevator, stepped in casually and 
was whisked down to the lobby. 

Mason paused at the newsstand, then at the travel desk, 
walked over to the stand marked theater tickets, then 
stepped out of the door and onto the sun-swept sidewalk. 

“Taxi?” a doorman asked. 

Mason nodded. 
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Mason paid off the cab in the six hundred block of East 
Lagmore Street and walked down to 791. It was a room- 

O 

ing house, the street frontage of which consisted entirely 
ol a (light of stairs over which hung a somewhat dilapi¬ 
dated electric sign. 

Mason ran up these stairs, found a desk, a register, a 
key rack with places for some two dozen keys, and a 
dome-shaped hand bell, back of which was a sign, ring 
hell i or landlady. Mason thumbed through the regis¬ 
ter, found the name of Arthur Sheldon listed as being in 
room number live and marked paid. 

The lawyer located room five and knocked. 

Sheldon opened it. 11 is face showed surprise. “You?’’ 

Mason entered the room, pushed the door shut be¬ 
hind him. 

It was a typical c heap room with a white iron bedstead 
that had been repainted at least once with cheap enamel. 
A thin mattress sagged in the center. I he walls were 
stained and soiled. The lace curtains had been darned 
several times, enamel had been chipped off the wash- 
stand, and one o! the rungs had pulled loose from the 
straight-backed chair by the window. A rocker, stained a 
nondescript dark yellow, with a concave seat of imita- 
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tion leather, tried bravely to give the room an appear¬ 
ance oi : livability. 

Sheldon sat down on the edge of the thin mattress, 
which promptly sagged down so that the iron side of the 
bedstead caught him on the underside of the knees. He 
motioned to Mason to sit in the rocking chair, but the 

lawyer declined the invitation with a shake of his head 
and remained standing. 

I want to know what happened last night.” 

Sheldon’s eyes widened in surprise. “What do you 
mean?” 

“You know damn well what I mean,” Mason said. 
“Let’s quit beating around the bush.” 

“I’ve told you everything I know, Mr. Mason. I told 
you . . .” 

“Who was the woman in the room with you last 
night?” 

“Why . . . What . . .” 

“Come on,” Mason said, “who was it? Was it Lois 
Fenton?” 

“What makes you think there was any woman . . .” 

Mason took the cleansing tissues with their rouge 
smears from his pocket, tossed them on the bed. 

“Yes, it was Lois,” Sheldon blurted. 

“Where was she?” 

“In . . . you mean when you were there?” 

“Yes.” 

“Hiding in the bathroom.” 

“She’d been occupying the room with you?” 

Don t be silly. She came to see me because she need¬ 
ed my advice. She had just gotten there a minute before 
you came.” 
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“Try something else,’’ Mason said. 

“Honestly, Mr. Mason, that’s the absolute truth. We 
were talking it over in whispers when you came. I told 
her that her husband had the room right across the hall, 
that at any time he might see her going out, or learn in 
some way she was there. It was an awful mess to be in. 
Then I heard your knock on the door and she was in a 
panic. She ran into the bathroom and closed and locked 
the door. I stalled around as much as I dared and then 
you put your card under the door and . . . Well, that’s 
the way it was.” 

“Why did she come there?” 

“Because she thought her brother was going to see 

Callender.” 

“Was he?” 

“lie had an appointment.” 

“Who made it?” 

“Callender sent lor him.” 

“What time was he supposed to be there*' 

“Two o’clock in the morning.” 

“Why did Callender want to see him?” 

“I don't know. Probably he wanted to put the screws 

on him to try and get some advantage. 

“All right,” Mason said. “I'll give you one chance to 
come ( lean. Cive me the whole truth and give it to me 
fast.” 

Sheldon said, “That’s it. Lois was scared stiff. She 
stayed in the •bathroom and almost had hysterics. After 
you left, she c leaned up her face as best she could and I 
told her to get out. I said you’d told me to check out, and 
that we could meet in the lobby.” 

“She went out?” 
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“Yes.” 

“When?” 

"I don't know the exact time. It was just a minute or 
two after you left.” 

“Go directly to the lobby?” 

“Yes, of course.” 

And how long after she lclt before you went down 
to the lobby?” 

I don t know, Mr. Mason. I didn’t time myself, but 
I don’t think it was over five minutes.” 

“Did you check out?” 

Not then. I went down to the lobby and . . . well, 
Lois Fenton wasn’t there.” 

“Where was she?” 

I don t know. I assumed she’d gone out somewhere. 

I was worried about her. I looked around for a while 
and then came back to my room. Then ihc real explan¬ 
ation occurred to me.” 

“Which was what?” 

While she was in the lobby she must have seen her 
brother come in to keep his appointment with Callen¬ 
der. She and her brother went out and were talking. 
That was the only explanation that was possible. So I 
went back to my room and waited and waited and kept 
waiting, hoping there’d be a telephone call. Ten or 
hi teen minutes past two I became worried for fear Cal- 
r lender had intercepted her in the corridor and she 
might be in there with Callender. Callender didn’t 
know me and I decided I’d find out. I crossed the hall 
and knocked on Callender’s door.” 

Wait a minute,” Mason said, “that was a pretty late 
hour to be knocking on Callender’s door.” 
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“I know but I knew he was up. I could see the light 
under his door and I knew that he was expecting Jasper 


Fenton to call on him.” 

“You were taking quite a chance, weren’t you?” 

“No, Callender didn’t know who I was. He’d never 
seen me. I made up my mind I’d give him a fictitious 
name and tell him that I was looking for Jasper Fenton.” 

“What did you do?” 

“I knocked on the door and Callender shouted, 
‘Don’t knock. Come on in. The door’s unlocked.’ I 
opened the door. He seemed surprised when he saw me. 
I told him I was looking for Jasper Fenton; that it was 
very important I sec him and that I understood he had 
an appointment with ten ton. I asked Callender if ken- 
ton was there. He said he wasn’t. I asked him if he ex¬ 
pected Fenton to be there, and he wouldn’t give me a 
direct answer. He kept asking me questions trying to 
find out what my interest was in young Fenton. I stalled 
him along, and then told him I’d wait in the lobby and 
meet Fenton there.” 

“Did you actually go into the room, or did you stand 
in the doorway?” 

“I went in. When he called to me to come in, he evi¬ 


dently thought I was Jasper Fenton. When he saw I was 
a stranger, he was so curious to find out what I knew 
about Fenton’s appointment he wanted to pump me. He 
said to close the door as it was making a draft on him.” 

“Mow long were you there in the room with him?” 

O / 

“Just a minute or two.” 

“Where was Callender?” 

“He was sitting in a big, overstuffed chair. He didn’t 
get up all the time I was in the room.” 
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Callender was alive and well when you left 111111 ?” 
“Yes, of course. Why?” 

"He’s dead now.” 

Sheldon was open-mouthed with surprise. “Dead 1 

What billed him?” 


^ ou mean u'lio killed him,” Mason said. “Somebody 
stuck him in the chest with a Japanese sword.” 

“Good God!” Sheldon ejaculated, emphasizing both 
words. ° 

Mason said, “The police are going to start checking 
over registrations in that hotel. They’ll find you checked 
out at three o’clock this morning. The probabilities arc 
Callender was dead by that time. They’ll start looking 
lor you. You’re in love with Callender’s wife. You had 
the room across the hall from him.” 


Sheldon walked over to the rickety bureau, jerked 
open a bureau drawer, pulled out some shirts, under¬ 
wear, neckties and started stuffing them into the open 
suitcase, which rested on the floor by the bureau. 

Mason watched silently as Sheldon pushed clothing 
helter-skelter into the suitcase. 

Mason opened the door, saw that the corridor was 
clear, stepped out and pulled the door shut behind him. 
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Chapter Nine 


Mason left the rooming house, walked down the street 
rapidly lor some twenty yards, then stopped suddenly as 
though he had forgotten something. Looking back over 

O u O O % 

his shoulder, he sized up the neighborhood. 

It was a typically cheap, low-rental district, with di¬ 
lapidated stores on the street level; above them rooming 
houses, the cheaper type of offices, flats and apartments. 
Half of the buildings in the block were one-story and 
there was only one three-story building in sight. 

The man lounging in front of the delicatessen store 
might or might not have been Drake’s detective. He 
seemed to pay no attention whatever to Mason, but 
stood there looking through the help-wanted ads in the 
paper. He was neither too well dressed nor too seedy; a 
man who had a gift for blending himself into his sur¬ 
roundings. The car, which was parked at the curb near 
him, was dingy in appearance, yet had no distinguish¬ 
ing marks which could readily be identified. There were 
no bent fenders, no cracked glass in the windows or 
windshield. The car was not dirty, nor yet was it clean. 

Mason waited for five minutes, then Sheldon came out 
of tlie rooming house, carrying a suitcase, an overcoat 
thrown over his arm. 
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Mason kept his place until after Sheldon had turned 

the corner and the man who had been reading want ads 

had suddenly folded his paper, got in the nondescript 
car and driven away. 

Then Mason went back to the rooming house, climb¬ 
ed the stairs, leaned over the counter, extended his flat¬ 
tened palm and smacked it down sharply on the button 
of the dome-shaped, nickel-plated bell on the counter. 

The bell sounded its strident, unmusical summons. 

After a couple of minutes, thedoor behind the counter 
opened. A woman thrust out an inquisitive, uncordial 
head, saw Mason, appraised him,smiled, raised her hands 
to her hair, came out and said, “What can I do for you?” 

She was in the middle forties, heavily fleshed, and the 
body underneath the somewhat faded house dress quite 
evidently enjoyed the freedom of uninhibited motions 
which came with the absence of a girdle. 

She was, however, not unattractive. Her face was full, 
but the skin was smooth, the complexion clear. Her face 
was well made up, and there was a friendly twinkle in 
her eyes as she placed thick forearms on the counter, 
leaned forward and smiled up at Perry Mason. 

“Around three-thirty this morning,” Mason said, “you 
rented a room. I want to find out if you rented another 
one at about the same time.” 

The smile left her face. “Three-thirty this mornini>?” 

“That’s right.” 

She shook her head. Her dead-pan face gave no clue to 
her thoughts. 

I m sorry,” he said. “I don’t like to contradict you, 

but I happen to know almost the exact time when this 
room was rented.” 
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“Which room?” 

Mason placed his finger on the register. “Arthur Shel¬ 
don. Room number five.” 

“That was rented about three o'clock yesterday after¬ 
noon.” 

“You rented it yourself?” 

\ es. 

“The man have any baggage with him?” 

“A suitcase and an overcoat. Look, what’s it to you? 
Are you the law?” 

*Tm not the law,” Mason said. “I’m a lawyer. I’m try¬ 
ing to find out something for a client.” 

O O 

“Well, don’t drag us into it,” the woman said shortly, 
the face still wooden. 

“I don’t want to drag anyone into anything. I’m try¬ 
ing to get someone out of something.” 

“Well, of course, that’s different,” the woman said, 
her eyes searching Mason’s face. “Say, I’ve seen you be¬ 
fore somewhere.” 

“Possibly.” 

“What’s your name?” 

“Shall we say Smith.” 

“I’ve seen your . . . I’ve seen your picture. You’re 
Perry Mason, the lawyer.” 

Mason nodded. 

“You do get people out of trouble, don’t you?” 

“Sometimes.” 

“When they’ve committed murders?” 

Mason shook his head. “Not when they’ve committed 
murders. Sometimes when they’ve been accused of com¬ 
mitting murders I’ve been able to prove they didn’t.” 

“Well, that gets them out of it, doesn’t it?” 
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\ ery effectively,” Mason admitted, smiling. “The 

man who registered wrote his name in your presence?” 

“Yes.” 

“Can you describe him?” 

Well, lets see. He was young, that is, I call him 
)oung. Somewhere around twenty-seven or twenty- 

^ n ^ e had li»^ht hair and brown eyes. 

He's ot medium height and weighs oh. somewhere 
around a hundred and forty-five, I'd say, on a guess. He 
was wearing a gray double-breasted suit and I remember 
his overcoat was a very dark brown. He put it across the 
counter here while he signed the register.” 

“And the girl with him?” Mason asked. 

“Say, what arc you trying to do?” 

Mason kept his eyes completely innocent. “Trying to 
find out about the girl who was with him.” 

“This isn’t that kind of a place.” 

“I’m not suggesting she shared his room. I thought 
she was with him when he registered or that she may 
have had another room.” 


The woman shook her head. 

“Perhaps she came in later,” Mason said. “Rather a 

good-looking girl, quite short skirt, good figure, auburn 

hailed, wearing a suit that had a pattern somewhat simi¬ 
lar to a plaid.” 

“How old?” 


“Twenty-two or twenty-three.” 

She shook her head slowly. “We don’t cater to that 
class.” 

“She may have been all right.” 

No. If she looked like that and got a room here, she 
wouldn t be all right. She’d either go to a boardinghouse 
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or a hotel. This is a rooming house. I try to keep it clean. 
I can’t be responsible for everything that goes on but I 
know better than to rent rooms to dolls. No matter what 
they tell you, they’ll make trouble for you sooner or 
later. I keep the place pretty well filled up the way it is 
and if anyone like that came in I’d tell her the place was 
full.” 

“You can’t say a woman like that wasn’t in here at any 
time during the evening.” 

“Certainly not. I don’t stand at the head of the stairs 
keeping an eye on the corridors. I size people up when 
they come in. I do the best I can to run a respectable 
place but I’m not going to sit on the doorstep and watch 
everybody that comes upstairs. I’m not a chaperon. If 
there’s any noise, I stop it. If there’s anything offensive 
to the other guests, I get the thing cleaned up, but I 
don't snoop.” 

“ Then this man Sheldon may have had a woman visit 
him?” 

“Sure and what's wrong with that? She may have been 
his sister, or . . .” 

‘Tin not trying to find any fault with the place,” Ma¬ 
son interrupted. 'Tin merely trying to locate this young 
woman. It’s very important that I locate her and in case 
it interests you. I'm trying to help her.” 

“I didn’t see her.” 

And you didn't rent a room to anyone like that?” 

“One thing could have happened, since you’re being 
so nice about it.” 

“What?” 

“When I go to bed at night I sometimes leave a sign 
on the counter stating that certain-icioms arc vacant; 
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that the price of them is three dollars; that a person can 

legister and put the money through this slot in the 

counter, take the key off the board, go in and <>o to 
sleep.” ° 

Isn t that taking a chance?” Mason asked. 

It is and it isn t. Rooms that will make you trouble 
are rented earlier in the evening-ncarly all of them be¬ 
fore midnight. After midnight its usually someone that 
can’t get hotel accommodations and is more or less des- 

• 1 o or three rooms that I do that 

with. They’re the least desirable rooms. I add a dollar to 

the price and I don’t put that sign out until after mid¬ 
night.” 

And last night one of those was rented?” 

“Yes.” 

“When?” 

I wouldn t know. I know that there were three one- 
dollar bills in the cash box under the slot in the counter 
this morning and that the key was gone.” 

What s the name on the register?” Mason asked. 

That s the point, there isn’t any name. That’s why I 

didn t think of this room when you were looking at the 

legister. Whoever took that room didn’t sign the regis¬ 
ter.” ° 

Mason said, “Let’s go take a look at it.” 

You understand,” the landlady warned, “it’s prob¬ 
ably a false lead. But if you’re sure this woman spent the 
night here, that’s where she’d have to be.” 

4 I m n °t sure," Mason said. 

“Well, we’ll take a look.” 

“She still in the room?” 

I don t know. Suppose she is—then what? Are you 
going to talk with her?” 
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• * \/ * > 

Yes. 

“Not going to make any noise?” 

“No noise, no commotion and no argument. I just 
want to see her, that’s all.” 

“Will she he glad to see you?” 

“She should he.” 

“Okay. Come on.” 

The landlady led the way down the corridor. Her 
broad figure undulated beneath the thin house dress. 

o 

Sunlight coming through a window at the end of the 

n o c» 

hall silhouetted her big legs against the thin skirt. She 
stopped in front of the door of one of the inside rooms, 
olanced at Mason, then knocked on the door. There was 
no answer. She knocked again, more loudly. When there 
was still no answer she tried the knob. 

The door was unlocked. It swung open. I he key was 
on the inside of the lock and the metal tag which was 
wired to the key jangled against the door as it swung 
open. 

“Well,” the woman said, “she’s been here and gone. 
Slept here and evidently got out early this morning, per¬ 
haps before I was up. In any event, I didn’t sec her go 

out.” 

The room was furnished similarly to the room Arthur 
Sheldon had occupied but there was only one window 
in it and that window opened into a narrow air shaft. 
Mason examined the bed. I he person who had slept in 
it either had slept very soundly, or had occupied it for 
onlv a very briel interval. The sheets were hardly dis- 
tm bed and there was only one indentation on the 
smooth surface of the pillow, an indentation which indi¬ 
cated a head had lain there in one position, quietly. 
“Young,” the landlady said. “When they’re older they 
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sleep all over the bed. Only a young person can crawl 

into bed and get out again and leave it looking like 
mat. 

A young person with a clear conscience?” Mason 
asked. 

I dicln t say that. I said she was young. Damn lew 
young women who stay here bother about a conscience “ 
She picked a long strand of hair from the pillow, 
stretched it against the white sheet. “Auburn hair. May- 
be it s natural. It s fine enough.” 

Mason moved over to examine the washstand. The ob¬ 
long mirror over the bowl gave back a slightly distorted 
view of his face. The lines of the window on the other 
side of the room showed in a weirdly warped pattern. 

1 he thin carpet around the washstand was dark where 
water had been splashed, and the woman, following the 
direction of Mason's eyes, said by way of explanation, 
She stood in front of the wash basin and took a sponge 
)at i. Vomen all do that, at least all the particular ones. 

I d rather they’d do it than that they didn’t.” 

She walked over to the bed, pulled back the covers, 
stood looking down at the sheets and said, almost mus¬ 
ingly, Make this up nice and smooth and a person 

wouldn’t ever know the sheets had been slept in. She was 
a dainty sleeper, all right.” 

Mason examined the drops of water which were 
splashed on the washstand and which had not yet evapo¬ 
rated. There was a pale pink appearance about some of 
the globules. 

What aie you looking for?" the woman asked over 
her shoulder. She was making up the bed now, carefully 
smoothing the sheets and pillow cases. 

“Just looking around," Mason said. He moved away 



from the washstand, walked over to the wastebasket, 
glanced into it, started to turn away, then stopped. 

Something which had stuck to the side of the waste¬ 
basket caught a faint breath of air and fluttered so that 

it caught Mason’s attention. 

The lawyer bent over the wastebasket. 

A lew of the loose white streamers from an ostrich 
plume had been dropped into the waste basket apparent¬ 
ly while they were still wet, and had stuck to the side of 
the basket. Now that the ends were dry they were quiver- 
j n <> with every little current of air like the leaves of a 

n • 


tree. 

The landlady was carefully folding back the top of 
the upper sheet. 

Mason quickly retrieved the few slender feathery ten¬ 
drils with thumb and forefinger. As he did so, he noticed 
what had caused them to stick to the side of the waste¬ 


basket . There was a laint, but nevertheless unmistakable, 
clot <>1 red at the base of the leathers. Apparently an at¬ 
tempt had been made to wash it out but as the clot still 
remained, the white tendrils had been cut loose from the 
ostrich-plume Ian and dropped into the wastebasket. 

Mason opened his wallet, slipped the bits of feather 
into the* billfold, and said to the landlady, “Well, I guess 
there’s no use waiting for her to come back.’ 

The* woman stood back and critically surveyed the 

bed. 

II she’s )oung and she needs help, it’s a shame you 
can t find her.” She stretched the frayed bedspread taut 
and tuc ked it in at the loot of the bed. 

“It is indeed,” Mason said, and there was that in his 
voice whic h c aused the landlady to jerk her head up and 
look at him sharply. 
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Chapter Ten 


Paul Drake entered Mason's office wearily. 

“Well,” Mason asked, ' how bad was it?” 

“Pretty damn bad,” Drake said. 

“What happened?” 

Seigeant Dorset was there. He wanted to get tou‘>h.” 
“He always does.” ° 

Sheldon put the do not disturb sign on Callender's 
door. 


“You’re sure?” 
“The police are.” 
“How come?” 


“Well, when they searched Callender’s room they 
tound his DO NOT disturb sign hanging i„ j ts propt . r 

place in the closet. When they searched room five-ten 
they couldn’t find the do not disturb sign. It had been 
there earlier in the day because the room had been 
checked by the maid when she made it up.” 

Anything else? They get any of those other people 

straightened out—the ones who had called on Cal¬ 
lender?” 


“The woman who came in at two twenty-three had an 

appointment.” 

“You’re sure?” 
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“Yes. The house dick stopped her at the elevator. She 
tried to pull a stunt of righteous indignation, but he de¬ 
manded to know where she was going and she said she 
was going to room five-eleven. The house dick told her 

o O 

she’d have to use the house phone and get a clearance 
from that room. He went over to the house telephones 
with her and called five-eleven. When Callender an¬ 
swered, he gave her the phone. She said ‘It’s me. I’m 
downstairs. The house dick made me phone. I’ll be right 
up.’ Callender’s a regular tenant. They gave him the 
breaks as much as possible. Anyone else might have had 
to come down to the lobby to see a gal at that hour. The 
<>ii 1 gave her name to the house dick—Lois Fenton. 

i J 

“Callender was a nut on his morning coffee. He didn’t 
want to wake up until his coffee was there all ready to 
serve. He’d leave an order the night before when he 
wanted it. That’s why the waiter knocked and tried the 
door in spite of the do not disturb sign. 

“Another thing, this Fenton girl had called on Cal¬ 
lender earlier. A maid saw her leaving Callender’s room 
at 2.00 a.m. Callender stood in the doorway and said, 
It’s good-by, then,’ or something of the sort. He seemed 
pretty grim about it. 

“The maid said the girl started for the elevator, then 
seemed to change her mind and went back and, took the 
stairs. The maid would have reported it if it hadn t been 
Callender’s room. He’s a privileged character.” 

“It’s the same woman, Paul?” 

“The description fits her like a glove.” 

“So the police are nominating Lois Fenton, is that it?” 

“That’s right, with Sheldon as accomplice. And 
thev’ve found something else, Perry. A very peculiar 

j 
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bloodstained imprint on the wall.” 

What sort of an imprint?” 

Drake said, “The police haven’t exactly accounted for 

it yet, but from their description I think I know what it 
is.” 

“What is it?” 

It s the soi t of print that would have been made by 
an ostrich feather fan that had been soaked in blood and 
then slapped against the side of the wall to get rid of the 
blood.—A semi-circular stain with a lot of little lacclike 
fingers forming a more or less symmetrical pattern.” 

Mason pursed his lips. “How long have I col?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Did Faulkner tell them I’d been there?” 

He hadn t up to the time we left, but the police were 
holding Faulkner and Julian for further Questioning ” 
“They’ll tell?” 

“Hell’s bells, Perry, they’ve got to tell! And I’m in a 

spot myself. I have that horse coming up here and—well, 

the police are going to want to know all about the entire 
case and . . 

Mason looked at him in surprise. “What the hell has 
the horse got to do with it?” he asked. 

“Cripes,” Drake said, “it’s part of the case.” 

“What gives you that idea?” 

Why, you asked me to get the men on the job search¬ 
ing for that horse at the same time as . . . Say isn't the 
horse a part of this case?” 

Mason frowned at him. “Were you intending to tell 
the police all about all of your business?” 

“No, Perry, of course not, but . . . well, hang it, I’ll 
have to answer their questions.” 
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“That’s fine,” Mason told him. “When they ask you 
about a horse, tell ’em about a horse. Until they do ask 
you, don’t tell them a damn thing about any horse.” 

When the door had closed behind Paul Drake, Mason 
turned to Della Street. “Got a pencil handy, Della?” 

She picked up her pencil by way of answer, slid a 
shorthand book into position on her knee, and raised in¬ 
quisitive eyebrows, waiting lor Mason’s dictation. 

Mason said, “I want to construct a timetable and get 
it in chronological order. What time do you suppose it 
was when we went to the hotel?” 

“The Richmcll?” 


She said, “I looked at my watch when we reached the 
city. It was a little after one—about eight minutes, I 
think.” 

Mason said, “Allowing time to reach the hotel from 
that point, putting it in round figures, we ll call it one- 
twenty a.m. when we entered the hotel. This night-club 
waiter, Harry, was calling on Callender at that time. We 
don’t know when he went out. Just start tabulating it, 
Della. Put one-twenty, Harry goes in. Then make a 
blank for the time he left. 


“Now, the next time we know anything about some¬ 
one being in the room is two o’clock, when the maid 
saw an unidentified woman, who may have been Lois 
Fenton leaving the room. After that we have Sheldon 

i) 

leaving the room at about two twenty-one. At two 
twenty-three this woman who gave the name of Lois 
Fenton was back in the room again, and at two thirty- 
two or two thirty-three she was out. At two forty-four 
a young man was in and at two forty-four-ten he was 
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out. At three-two Sheldon checked out. Type that into 
a time schedule, will you please?” 

Della Street fed a small piece of paper into her type¬ 
writer and worked out a schedule: 

Many, the waiter, into room 
Harry leaves 
Woman into room 
Woman leaves 
Sheldon into room 
Sheldon leaves 

Girl giving name of Lois Fenton 
enters room 
Leaves 

Young man enters room 
Young man leaves 
Sheldon checks out 

She handed Mason the list. The lawyer was studying it 

when a knock sounded, and Gertie opened the door from 

the reception room, peeked in, and waited for Mason’s 
nod. 

“Come in, Gertie. What is it?” 

“Gee, Mr. Mason,” she said, ‘‘I didn’t want to tell you 
this over the phone because I was afraid you might not 

see her. She s waiting out there, and boy, oh boy, is she 
class!" 

“I take it someone has impressed you, Gertie.”. 
Impressed me,” Gertie exclaimed, and rolled her 
eyes in an ecstatic expression. “If I had a figure like that 
—if I thought I could ever get a figure like that, I’d go 
without ice cream and butter and I’cl never look a piece 
of candy in the face, and . . . Mr. Mason, she’s superb, 
she’s marvellous.” 


1:20 


2:00 

2:21 

2:23 


a.m. 
a.m. 
a.m. 
a.m. 
a.in. 
a.m. 
a.m. 


2:33 a.m. 
2:44 a.m. 
2:44-10 sec. 
3:02 a.m. 


a.m 
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“And the name?” Mason asked, dryly. 

“The name,” she said, “is Cherie Chi-Chi. That’s all 
the name she’ll give. She’s never been here before, 

but ...” 

"I’m quite sure we want to see her. Show her in. 

The girl whom Gertie escorted into the office was the 
fan-dancer Mason and Della Street had met at Palomino 

the night before. 

“Plow do you do, NIr. NIason and Miss Street, she 
said, smiling. 

Gertie reluctantly closed the door. . 

Cherie Chi-Chi was wearing a suit, the pattern of 
which was a cross between the pepper-and-salt of a con¬ 
ventional tweed and a plaid. The skirt was tight-fitting 
and short. The legs were smoothly encased in sheer 
nylons. As she glided across the office, the short tight- 
fitting skirt did nothing to minimize her feminine 
charms. She extended her hand to NIason. 

“.So nice to see you again,” she said, cooingly. 

“Sit down,” NIason invited, glancing quizzically at 

Della Street. 

The fan-dancer settled back in the overstuffed leather 
chair across from Mason s desk. She made a peifunctory 
gesture to pull the hem of her skirt down, then fiankly 
crossed her knees and laughed up into NIason s face. 
“Surprised?" she asked. 

NIason shook his head. 

She shifted her position in the chair. “After I saw you, 
I didn’t put on any more performances at Palomino last 

nisht.” 


“No? 


* * 


y * 


“No. I tame to town. 
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“Driving?” 

“Yes.” 

“By yourself?” 

Harry was with me. You remember Harry, surely. 
The big waiter ...” 

“Yes, I remember Harry.” 

\ ou see, she said, I had thought all along that you 
had found my horse, but when it turned out that what 
you had discovered was merely a couple of fans—well, 
then I had to see a certain party.” 

“Now wait a minute,” Mason said. “Let’s not have any 
misunderstanding. You’re not a client of mine.” 

“No, of course not.” 

“And you’re not really Lois Fenton?” 

“No.” 

“Yet you’ve used her name.” 

“Yes.” 


And you ve called on me because you want some¬ 
thing.” 

“That’s right.” 

“What is it?” 

She gave himafull-lippedsmile. “You're very abrupt.” 

Pei haps I am, but you want something, and I want 
to know what it is.” 

“Why so anxious?” 

“I want to see what the pay-off is.” 

“There isn’t any.” 

Mason settled back into silence. The young woman’s 
fingers folded the hem of her skirt into little pleats, then 
straightened out the cloth again. “Would you,” she 

asked at length, “feel that you had to say anything about 
those two fans?” 
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“To whom?” 

“To anyone.” 

“That depends. What was the name of the party to 
whom you reported about the fans—and the horse?” 

“John Callender.” 

“You know what happened to him?” 

She let her left hand slide up and down the smooth 
expanse of stocking on the right leg, which was crossed 
over the left knee. “Yes.” 

“If you arc trying to tell me anything, you had better 
no ahead.” 

O 

She said, “I went in to report to John Callender. He’d 
hoped I'd get the horse.” 

“When did you see him?” 

§ 

“Shortly before two o’clock this morning.” 

“Go ahead. 

“Frankly, Mr. Mason, I told Callender exactly what 
had happened between us. I showed him the two fans 
that you had brought to me. I told him I didn’t think 
You’d really found the horse at all.” 

“Then what happened?” 

lie told me not to be silly, that you were pulling the 
wool over niv eves. 1 Ie said you’d really found the horse, 
that these fans were just a red herring. He told me to get 
in touch with you again.’’ 

“And then?’’ Mason asked. 

She said, “ I tried to get in touch with Mr. Callender 
about an hour ago and was advised that he was dead. Ap¬ 
parent 1\ he had been murdered. I thought I should 
come tc> you and tell you frankly what had happened.” 

“Why?” 

because I don't want to be dragged into it. Under 
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the circumstances, I thought you might have some 
wrong ideas and tell the police—and the newspapers.” 

Callender was in good health when you left him?” 

Of course. A maid in the hall saw me leaving and 
John was standing in the door. He was waiting for some¬ 
one. I thought perhaps I should tell you.” 

“Why this sudden interest in me?” 

‘‘Because if you know the true circumstances you 
won t bring me into the picture. Otherwise you might- 
well, you might have a lot of wrong ideas.” 

“So you decided to come to me?” 

“Yes.” 

“Your own idea?” 

“Harry thought I should come.” 

“And what did Harry suggest that you tell me?” 

“The truth.” 

“Have you told it?” 

“Not all of it.” 

“Well, why not go the rest of the way?” 

“I was waiting for you to ask questions.” 

“Tell me everything you want to tell me and then I'll 
ask the questions.” 

She said, “I’ve known Lois Fenton for about two vears. 
Lois and I had both been in the carnival circuit. We both 
arc of the same build. In some ways we look a great deal 
alike. When Lois got married she didn’t have any further 
use for her career. Her dancing had been very successful. 

I was just part of a girl show—but I had ambitions.” 

“Go ahead,” Mason said. 

“I’d had a hell of a time, trying to get somewhere in 
the carnival girl shows. That’s not much of a life. The 
movie scouts don’t grab you out of those dumps. When 
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Lois got married several months ago, I asked her if I 
couldn’t take over. You see, the agent who was handling 
Lois had sold her on the strength of photographs and her 
reputation, and if I should take her name and step right 
into her itinerary, no one would ever know the differ- 
ance.” 

“You asked Lois if you could do that?” 

“Yes.” 

“What did she say?” 

“She told me to go ahead. We signed an agreement.” 

o o o 

i i _ n 

Go on. 

“That’s all there is to it. I used Lois Fenton’s name. I 
copied her clothes, made my hair the same color. I also 
used the stage name of Clierie Chi-Chi. I used that when¬ 
ever possible. Because, you see, that would be my own, 
and I wanted that to fall back on in case something hap¬ 
pened and some day someone would say I wasn’t Lois 
Fenton. I did all right for myself, but I’m not going to 
try and kid you, Mr. Mason. I don’t think I put on any¬ 
where near as good a performance as Lois did. But I got 
by. I got by very nicely.” 

“Then what happened?” 

She said, “Then something happened I hadn’t really 
anticipated.” 

“What?” 

“Something I should have known would inevitably 
happen.” 

“What was it?” 

“Lois and her husband didn’t get along. She left him.” 

“And then what?” 

“Then, naturally, she wanted her own name back. She 
wanted to fill her own dates. She had a living to make.” 
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“And what did you do?” 

“I couldn’t simply surrender everything I’d gained.” 

“So what happened?” 

“Lois got a dating on her own in Brawley. She made 
a tremendous success there, and then she . . . well, she 
thought she was going to step right back and take over 
the bookings that had been arranged for me. I didn’t 
think that was right.” 

“You went to Callender?” Mason asked. 

“No, that was something else. Callender came to me.” 

“When?” 

“Two or three days ago.” 

“Where?” 

“At the little town I was playing before I went to 
Palomino.” 

“What did he want?” 

“He said that he had a very valuable horse; that the 
horse had been stolen or had strayed away; that he 
thought someone had found that horse and that this 
someone might become confused because his wife, using 
her maiden name of Lois Fenton had been keeping the 
horse. He said he was afraid that it would cause a lot of 
confusion. He wanted me to give him a letter and to 
sign another letter, using the name of Lois Fenton. 

He didn’t fool me any. I knew it was a trick but he 
said he would stand back of me and see I didn’t get into 
any trouble. He said he needed my help because the 
finder would know the horse had been in the possession 
of a Lois Fenton who was a fan-dancer and it might take 
a personal interview to get the horse back. He offered 
me two hundred and fifty dollars. I tried to hold out for 
three fifty. He wouldn’t raise the ante, so I grabbed at it. 
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“Now then, that’s the story. I signed these letters. I 
thought you had the horse. I was acting under Cal¬ 
lender's instructions. If you keep quiet about the whole 
business we’ll both be a lot better off.’’ 

“And where is the real Lois all this time?’” 

“I don’t know. She tried to muscle in on mv dates and 

s 

I told her she couldn't. If the agent had any idea any¬ 
thing was fishy, we’d both be in the soup. We made it 
plain to her that she’d get into serious trouble.’’ 

“Who’s the we?’’ 

“IIarry and me." 

“Arc you married to him?’’ 

“No.’’ 

I le takes quite an interest in you?’’ 

( * \ 7 » * 

i es. 

Mason began to drum with his finger tips on the edge 
of the desk. 

"So," Che lie Chi-Chi went on, “I wanted you to know 
about the horse and about the letters I’d written and 
about how I happened to be using the name Lois Fen¬ 
ton. I had lull and complete permission in the form of a 
written agreement from Lois to take over her name and 
go on and build up a career for myself on the strength 
of her reputation.’’ 

“Where is this agreement?’’ Mason asked. 

“I don’t know. John Callender had it.’’ 

“Didn’t you have a copy?’’ 

“No, it wasn’t drawn by a lawyer. It was just a letter 
she wrote to me all in her own handwriting. We both 
signed it. but she didn’t keep a copy. When John Cal¬ 
lender wanted me to write you about the horse he said 

/ 

he’d have to keep that agreement for a few days if he 
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was going to protect me. That was okay by me. He has 
a lot of political influence down there in the Valley. I 
gave him the agreement and he gave me the two hund¬ 
red and fifty.” 

“Did you and Lois have any trouble over that Brawlcy 
date?” 

“Yes.” 

“You saw her there?” 

4 * X 7 M 

Yes. 

“How was she dressed at the time?” 

Cherie Chi-Chi smiled. “She wasn’t.” 

“I mean . . .” 

“Oh, I get you. Yes, I copied her clothes. What the 
hell, I had a living to make. I’d been building myself up 
in the trade ever since Lois got married. I wasn’t going 

1 O o 

to quit because she changed her mind. Her husband 
was rich. He could support her. I didn’t have anyone to 
support me.” 

‘‘Except Harry,” Mason said. 

Don’t be a fish,” she snapped. “You arc confusing the 
cart with the horse.” 

“What did you do after you left Callender at two 
o'clock this morning?” 

,r Went down in the lobby and then met Harry.” 

“Harry was waiting outside the hotel?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then you went back again about twenty minutes 
past two?” 

She straightened in the chair. Her eyes widened. 
“Went back where, Mr. Mason?” 

. “Went back to Callender’s room.” 

She slowly shook her head. 
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“The house detective says you did.” 

“Why, no, Mr. Mason. Absolutely not.” 

“He remembers the occasion very distinctly,” Mason 
insisted. “You went into the hotel, crossed the lobby and 
started up to the elevators. You were dressed very much 
as you are now and carrying a violin case. Naturally, 
you caught the eye of the house detective. He stopped 
you and wanted to know where you were going. You 
said you were going to see one of the guests in the hotel 
and he demanded to know which one. You finally told 
him it was Mr. Callender. The house detective called 
Callender’s room, then put you on the phone and list¬ 
ened to the conversation. You said you were coming up. 
Evidently Callender said to come right ahead. You took 
the elevator and went up. You arrived at Callender’s 
room at approximately twenty-three minutes past two 
and stayed there for about nine or ten minutes.” 

She shook her head vehemently. “Not me, Mr. Mason. 
7 was there at quarter to two. I left at two o’clock. I had 
no occasion to return.’’ 

“You say someone saw you leave?” Mason asked. 

“Yes. There was a maid in the corridor when I came 
out at two o’clock.” 

“What did you do?” Mason asked. 

“I started for the elevator and then changed my mind. 

I thought perhaps it would be just as well if I went down 
bv the stairs. Hotels are sometimes a little fussy about 
girls going in and out at night and—well, you know how 
it is, Mr. Mason. I’m not entirely dumb. In order to be a 
(rood fan-dancer you have to have this and that, and 
these and those; and I don’t try to conceal what you 
might ( all my business assets. I dress so that I’ll attract a 

o / 
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certain amount of attention. I hat s part of the business 
that goes with my racket. When a girl walks down the 
street of a town like Brawlcy, for instance, or Palomino, 
she wants to attract attention. Men whistle at her and 
talk about her and then go and pay money to see her 
put on her fan dance in the evening.” 

“So you decided you’d go down the stairs?” 

“Yes.” 

“What did you do?” 

“I went down the stairs. I walked down the four flights 
to the mezzanine, then crossed the mezzanine and went 
down the stairs and across the lobby.” 

“And you didn’t come back at two twenty-two or two 
twenty-three?” 

“Absolutely not, Mr. Mason.” 

“You can prove that, of course?” 

“Of course. I was with Harry.” 

“How long?” 

She met Mason’s eyes with steady calm. “As long as 
was necessary, I think, Mr. Mason.” 

“You know that Callender is dead—that he was mur¬ 
dered?” 

“Yes.” 

Mason said, “I happen to know Harry called on Cal¬ 
lender about twenty minutes past one.” 

“Harry did? Oh, no, you’re mistaken.” 

“No. Harry called on him.” 

“On someone else on that floor, perhaps, but not on 
John Callender.” 

“On John Callender at about one-twenty.” 

“All right, what if he did? John Callender was alive 
when I left at two o’clock, a maid saw him standing in 
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the door seeing me out. She recognized both of us.” 

“Anything else?” Mason asked, refusing to pursue that 
subject further. 

“Yes. I know that Arthur Sheldon had a room directly 
across the corridor from that occupied by John Cal¬ 
lender. I know that Arthur Sheldon is—well, he’s always 
been carrying the torch foi Lois. I likeyou,Mr. Mason. I 
think you played square with me. I thought that I should 
tell you these things so you wouldn’t—well, wouldn’t 
stid) your toe. You know what the score is now.” 

“Arc you,” Mason asked, “going to keep on using the 
name of Lois Fenton?” 

“I don’t know. I think so. I like it better than Irene 
Kilby. But why? My entire business career has been built 
up on that name. My contracts are in that name. My 
booking is in that name.” 

“There will, of course, be considerable notoriety— 
quite a bit of newspaper notoriety in connection with 
all this.” 


She cupped her hands around her knees, threw back 
her head and laughed. “Did you think that would 
frighten me?” 

l; 

“I wanted to know what your reaction would be?” 

She looked down at her legs and said, “I photograph 
well, Mr. Mason.’’ 

“In other words, you’ll welcome any publicity you 
can get.” 

n 

“I didn’t say that. I said that I photograph well.” 

Mason’s unlisted telephone rang. Mason nodded to 
Della Street. She picked up the instrument on the desk, 
said, “Hello . . .’’ Then she said to Mason, “Do you 
want to talk with Paul?’’ 
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Mason frowned dubiously. 
“Paul says it’s important.” 


Don t mind me, Cherie Chi-Chi said. “You can go 

into another room and take the call, or just be enigmatic 

o\er the telephone, * and she smiled knowingly at Ma¬ 
son. 


Mason picked up the instrument, said, “Hello, Paul. 
What is it?” 

“Are you alone?” Drake asked. 

“No.” 

“Client with you?” 

“Not exactly.” 

Drake said, “The detective who found that horse is on 
the way up with it. He telephoned from one of the out¬ 
lying cities. He’ll be in town in an hour. He’s waiting for 

instructions on another line. What are wc going to do 
about it?” 

“Well?” Mason asked. 

“Hell’s bells, Perry, you can’t park an automobile and 
a horse trailer out in front of the office building here, - 
and you can’t drive into one of the parking stations. 
What the hell docs a guy do with a horse in a city? 
Where do you want the beast parked? You can’t keep 
him in a closet.” 

“Can you call me back in half an hour?” 

“I suppose I could, but this chap’s waiting on the line 
for instructions. I used one of the other phones in the of¬ 
fice to call you to see what you wanted done.” 

Mason said, “There are places that specialize in taking 
care of things like that.” 

“You mean you want him put in some livery place 
that s on the outside of town? Perhaps some riding 
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academy?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Then someone will have to stay there to keep an eye 

on him.” 

“That’s right.” 

“Okay, I’ll see what can be done.” 

“Just a minute, before you hang up,” Mason said. 
“The merchandise to which you were referring divides 
itself generally into two parts.” 

“What are you getting at, Perry?” 

“Just what I said.” 

“What am I supposed to do—play guessing games? 
“That’s right.” 

“Okay, I’ll lead with my chin. It’s a saddle horse. 
There are two things, a horse and a saddle.” 

“That’s not what I had in mind.” 

“A body and legs.” 

“No. The same two things that are on a silver dollar. 
“Head and tail,” Drake said. 

“Right.” 

“Okay, Perry, go on from there.” 

“That last-mentioned article,” Mason said, “you got 
one we could use hanging around your office?” 

“I haven’t right now, Perry. I could get one in about 

four or five minutes.” 

“That may not be soon enough,” Mason said, “but do 

the best you can.” 

“I’ll have to have a description.” 

“I’ll send Della down with it,” Mason said, “and I 
don’t think I’ll ever bet with you again. You’re too 
lucky.” 

Mason hung up the telephone, opened his billfold, 
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took out a twenty-dollar bill and handed it to Della 
Street. "Drake wins,” he said. 

Well, isn t he lucky!” Della said, almost too quickly. 
"I certainly thought he'd never win that bet.” 

”1 didn’t think he would myself,” Mason told her, 
but he s won it and we II be good sports and pay up 
gracefully. Take the twenty bucks down to him, Della, 
with my compliments.” 

Della Street took the twenty dollars, started for the 
exit door in the corridor, then turned, and over the fan- 
dancer’s shoulder flashed Mason a quick glance of in¬ 
quiry. His answering nod was almost imperceptible. 

Della Street slipped through the door. They coidd 
hear the sound of her quick steps in the corridor before 
the automatic door check had slowly clicked the latch 
shut on the door. 


“Well?” Mason said to Chcrie Chi-Chi. 

“There’s really no reason why you and I shouldn’t be 
friends—good friends.” 

“Have you found me unfriendly?” 

“Not yet. I think you could get unfriendly if . . .” 

“If what?” 

“If you thought that it would be to your advantage. I 
don’t mean it that way. Perhaps I should say if you 
thought it would be to the advantage of a client of yours. 
I’d hate to have things turn out that way. I’m a good 
triend. I’m a hell cat as an enemy.” 

Mason said, “I’m interested in knowing what happen¬ 
ed after you left the Richmell Hotel at approximately 
two o’clock this morning. Where did you go?” 

She smiled at him. “Places.” 

“With Harry?” 
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“With Harry.” 

“Would you mind giving me the name of your agent?” 

“Not at all. He's Sidney Jackson Barlow, in the May- 
berry Building.” 

“And he’s also agent for the real Lois Fenton? 

She said, coldly, “So far as professional life is con¬ 
cerned, there is only one Lois Fenton. I am she.” 

“He knows there are two of you?” 

She shook her head. 

“Do you intend to tell him?” 

“If it happens to suit my advantage to do so, yes; 
otherwise not.” 

“Of course, you know there’s no reason why I 
shouldn’t tell him,” Mason said. 


“I’ve given you his name.” 

“I know, but I could have ascertained that in a very 
lew minutes from any one of half a dozen sources. 

She smiled sweetly at him. “That’s why I gave you the 
name, Mr. Mason. If I thought you couldn’t have found 
it out, I’d not have told you. However, Mr. Mason, I 
hardly think there’s going to be any great amount of 
complications in the future so far as a circuit being bur¬ 
dened with an over-abundance of fan-dancers. 


“What do you mean by that?” 

“I mean that if the house detective at the Richmell 
Hotel is in a position to testily that Lois Fenton called 
on John Callender at twenty-three minutes past two 
this morning, the police will see to it that Lois Fenton 
doesn’t interfere any more with my fan-dancing sched¬ 
ule. And I think that’s all I have to say, Mr. Mason. I 
don’t want to take up any more of your valuable time.” 

“Not at all. It was a pleasure. Will you leave an ad- 
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dress where I can get in touch with you?” 

“Why, certainly, Mr. Mason, any time.” 

Thank you. That’s fine.” 

Simply call Sidney Jackson Barlow at the Mayberry 
Building and ask him where Clierie Chi-Chi is playing. 
Whenever you want to—shall I say—see more of me?” 
And with a smile and a quick lithe motion she was up 
out of the chair, extending her hand across the desk. Her 
firm, sinewy fingers gripped Mason’s. “Thank you very 
much, Mr. Mason, and good day.” 

Mason moved over to the door which went out 
through the reception room, but the fan-dancer smiled, 
said, If you don’t mind, Mr. Mason, I’d prefer to go out 
the other way, the door which leads directly into the 
corridor. The one your secretary took when she went to 
pay Mr. Drake his bet.” 

She crossed the office, opened the door, gave Mason a 
cordial smile, and then her legs flashed in short, quick 
steps down the corridor. 

Mason watched the door check slowly pull the door 
shut. Then he went over to his swivel chair, sat down 
and waited. 

It was five minutes before Della Street came in. 

“You got the message down to Paul all right, Della?” 
he asked. 

“Uh huh.” 

“Paul do any good?” 

“I think so. He wanted a description.” 

“You gave him one?” 

Della Street laughed. “I told him that he didn’t need 
a description. All he needed was to station a detective on 
this block and tell him to let his conscience be his guide; 
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that if lie found himself following anyone it would be 
the right one.” 

Mason grinned. “Specifically, what happened? 

She said, “I think Paul got a man on the job all right. 
He was frantically telephoning when I left the office. I 
went down in the elevator and stood by the cigar stand. 
That was to be my way of tipping off whatever operator 
Paul was able to get on the job to the identity of the per¬ 
son we wanted shadowed. He was to come to the en¬ 
trance of the building, stand where he could see the cigar 
stand, and when this woman went past me I was going to 
speak to her.” 

“Was she suspicious when she saw you there at the 
cigar stand?” 

“I don’t think so. I stood talking with the girl behind 
the counter. When Cherie Chi-Chi came out of the ele¬ 
vators, I smiled at her. She came right across the foyer 
to tell me that you were just perfectly adorable. We 
chatted for a few seconds and then she said good-by and 
walked out to the street. You know how the lobby of the 
building is at this hour of the day. People are hurrying 
in and out and going to elevators in a rush, but boy, oh 
boy, did she stop the procession.” 

Mason said, “That’s fine, Della. Hold the fort here. 
I’m going down to Paul Drake’s office and help him 
make arrangements for board and room for a horse.” 
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Chapter Eleven 


Mason had been with Paul Drake for less than ten min¬ 
utes when Della Street invaded Drake’s private office. 

“Guess what?” she said. 

“Another horse,” Drake said gloomily. 

Della shook her head, smiled at Mason. “Another fan- 
dancer. Lois Fenton. I think this is the real thing.” 

Mason scraped back his chair. “See you later, Paul.” 
He started down the corridor with Della Street. “How’s 
she dressed, Della?” 

“In exactly identical clothes, has almost exactly the 
same color hair, and looks very much like the other girl.” 

“How about Gertie?” Mason asked, grinning. 

“Gertie is having kittens. She thought at first it was 
Cherie Chi-Chi back in the office. Now she’s talking 
about going on a diet and she’s trying to walk seductive¬ 
ly, the way fan-dancers do.” 

“Let’s have a look at her,” Mason said, opening the 
door of his private office. 

Della Street crossed over to the telephone, said, “Send 
her in, Gertie.” She hung up the phone and opened a 
stenographic notebook. 

The young woman whom Gertie escorted into the 
room crossed the office toward Perry Mason and gave 
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him her hand almost cxactlyasChcrie Chi-Chi had done. 

Mason, on his feet, bowed, shook hands, and said, My 
secretary, Miss Street. That’s all, Gertie.” 

With obvious reluctance and a sigh which could be 
heard across the office, Gertie slowly closed the door and 
went back to the switchboard and the reception office. 

“Won’t you be seated, Miss Fenton? Miss Street is my 
confidential secretary who keeps things lined up for me 
and I have no secrets from her. She makes notes on the 
things clients tell me, but you can trust her discretion.” 

Lois Fenton sat down, found that the big leather 
chair made it impossible for her to keep her short skirt 
anywhere near the level of her knees, so she twisted to 
one side, doubled her legs with a swift, lithe gesture, and 
said to Perry Mason, “I understand Arthur Sheldon 
spoke to you about me?” 

“Yes?”’ 

“He said that I was to come to you and that you d take 
care of me in ease the going got rough.” 

“And it’s getting rough?” 

“You heard about what happenedtojohn Callender? 

< < x t * * 

1 es. 

“You knew he was mv husband?” 

/ 

“I heard he was.” 

She said, “1 was preparing to file suit for divorce. 
What differenc e does that make?” 

“No difference. You're his widow. If lie left a will dis¬ 
inheriting you, that’s one thing, except for your com* 
munitv property. If he didn’t, you're entitled to a share 
of his whole estate.” 

“I don't care about the money, only I'm thinking 
about—about my brother, Jasper Fenton.” 
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“Of course,” Mason pointed out, “the fact that there 
was bad blood between vou and your husband makes 
quite a difference so far as the police arc concerned.” 

You mean they’ll think I killed him?” 

“Perhaps.” 

“Does that mean probably?” 

“Yes.” 

“Perhaps you’d better ask me questions.” 

“Suppose you tell me exactly what happened last 
night, Miss Fenton, and then 1*11 be in a position to 
know more about it.” 

“You knew that I was in Arthur’s room when you 
called?” 

“Yes.” 

“How did you know?” 

“I found cleansing tissues you had left in the waste¬ 
basket.” 

“I was in the bathroom. I could hear what was being 
said. I kept waiting for Arthur to say something about 
my being there. He didn’t. I was terribly nervous. When 
you knocked, I thought it might be my husband. I rush¬ 
ed to the bathroom and locked the door. Then when I 
found it was you I was almost hysterical. I . . . anyway, 

I had a good cry there in the bathroom. When you left 
and I returned to Arthur’s room I knew that my face 
was a sight.” 

“What did Arthur say?” 

‘He said I must get out of there immediately; that I 
was to phone himand let him know I’d made it all right.” 

“What did you do?” 

‘I stood there in front of the mirror making up my 
face as best I could, and told him that 1 couldn’t go 
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down through the lobby looking like that; that the 
house detective would think I was the fag end of a mis¬ 
spent life.” 

“Then what happened?” 

“I knew that John Callender had a room directly 
across the corridor. I knew that he had sent for my bro¬ 
ther Jasper. I knew that he was trying to blackmail 
Jasper and trying to reach me through my brother. 


“Go ahead.” 

“Well, I left Arthur’s room, closed his door, looked 
across at the door of 511 and suddenly realized that if I 
could definitely impress upon John that no matter what 
he did lie could never get me back, lie might cease his 
persecution of Jasper. It was one ol those wild impulses 

that come to a woman at times and . . .” 

“Never mind accounting for what you did,” Mason 
said. “Tell me what you did. Give me facts-ancl be 

quick. Time may be short.” 

She said, “I c rossed over to 511. I knocked very gently. 
John opened the door. I wentinand had it out with him. 
I told him that if he tried to make any trouble for Jasper 
I would never speak to him againas long as I lived. I told 
him that the time had passed when he could get me to 
come back to him by blackmailing Jasper; that I was 
finished with him definitely, finally, once and for all. 

"Then what did you do?" 

"I walked out of the room. Very sardonically, he held 
the door open for me. I think he might have tried to stop 
me leaving, only a maid happened to come along the cor¬ 
ridor just then, so he said, ‘I guess its good-by then. I 
didn't say anything, but started for the elevator. He 
c losed the door, and all of a sudden I knew I was afraid 
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of him. It looked like a long ways to the elevator. I re¬ 
membered having seen a door marked stairs only a 
short distance from his room. I turned back, frantically 
tugged that door open and raced down the stairs. 

“I ran all the way down the stairs to the fourth floor, 
then down to the third and second. Then the stairs ran 
into the mezzanine balcony around the lobby. There 
was a writing room there and I moved over to one of the 
tables as though I’d been writing, picked up a sheet of 
paper, folded it, put it in an envelope, walked down the 
stairs as big as life, pushed the envelope into the mail 
box and walked out.” 

“Then what did you do?” 

She said, “I tried to find my brother.” 

“Where did you go trying to find your brother?” 

“Various places. I looked into some night spots where 
I thought he might be.” 

Mason said, “Notv I want an answer to this and I want 
a truthful answer. I want it without any beating around 
the bush. Did you return to the hotel at any time after 
that?” 

“You mean the Richmell?” 

“Yes.” 

“No. Definitely not.” 

“You didn’t return to call on Callender at about 
twenty minutes past two?” 

“No.” 

Mason got to his feet, began pacing the floor, paused, 
whirled, shot a question at her. “You didn’t return to 
that hotel lobby about two-twenty, didn’t start for the 
elevator, didn’t have someone stop you?” 

She shook her head. 
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“This man was the house detective. He asked you 
where you were going and you told him you r\ere going 
to call on a guest; he demanded to know which guest and 
you finally told him John Callender." 

“No. Definitely not. Nothing like that." 

“You didn’t go to the telephone with the house detec¬ 
tive, have the house detective call Callender’s room, 
have Callender answer, have the house detective put the 
phone in your hands, have you tell Callender you were 
up there in the lobby and have him tell you to come on 

lip? 

“Definitely not.” 

“At any time when you called on Callender did you 

carry a violin case?” 

/ 

».\T^ * * 
i\(). 

“Do you own a violin?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have a case for it?” 

1 cs. 

“Where is that case?” 

“It’s with mv personal tilings in the back of my car. 
You see. when I left John I was in something of a hurry 
and made up my mind that I d go out and make my own 
living. I took what few things I had. my own really pei- 
sonaf belongings, put them in the back of my old car 
and had my brother Jasper take that car to town. I rode 
my horse in. I knew the Valley Club at Brawley needed 

entertainers. I went there and got a job. 

“And while you were there your horse was stolen?” 
“Either strayed or stolen. I always thought it was 
stolen. I had him saddled and bridled. I’d been riding 
him. It was along about dusk. You know, it’s hot down 





fan-dancer’s horse 



there and you don’t ride an animal during the middle of 
the day. You go out in the evening. I’d been riding him 
just before it was time for me to go to work and when I 
finished it was touch and go as to whether I’d make it in 
time to come on for my first act. I climbed out of the 
saddle and asked the man who was boarding the horse 
to wait a couple of hours before taking off the saddle 


and bridle.” 

“Why?” 

“Because, for one thing, the horse was sweaty and I 
didn’t want him to get to water until after he’d cooled 
off, and then again I thought my brother might want to 
take a ride.” 

“Had he asked you if he could ride the horse that 


night?” 


“Yes. There was a moon and he knew, of course, I had 
to be working there at the night club.” 

“So what happened?” 

“I never saw the horse again. When I went out the 
next morning and asked the man if he’d taken off the 
saddle and bridle, lie said no. He said lie presumed my 
brother had taken the horse out for a ride and hadn’t 
brought him back. I knew, of course, that was absurd. I 
found Jasper and asked him about it. He said that he 
went out to ride but the horse was gone. He presumed 
the man had unsaddled him, so Jasper just turned 
around and went back.” 

“Did you tie the horse up?” 

“No. Just dropped the reins over the hitching rack. It 
never occurred to me that he’d wander away.” 

“And you think he did?” 

“Frankly, Mr. Mason, I think the horse was stolen. 
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There was opportunity for almost anyone to walk in 
there and lead the horse out if he had nerve enough.” 

“All right,” Mason said. “That brings us back to your 
act in the Imperial Valley. What did you do after you 
left Brawley?” 

She said, “That’s a long story.” 

“I want it.” 

“From the first day I started out to be a fan-dancer, I 
made a hit. There's something about the way I put on 
my act. I try to be graceful and try to make the act a 
symbol of grace and freedom. I don’t just prance around 
naked the way so many fan-dancers do. I try to really do 
something interpretive. You’ll laugh, but I do. I m free 
of clothes, free of conventions. People don’t like always 
bein<> a slave to conventions and ... oh well, you can t 

n 


put it in words. 

• There was a girl who was built almost exactly the 
same as I, who wanted to be a fan-dancer. I d 
known her in the carnival. She’d been one of the show 
girls. T hat’s a pretty poor life for a girl. They have to 
take a lot of things—bumps and grinds, and blow-offs. 
Of course, lots of places don’t stand for that, but if you re 
a show girl in a carnival you have to be prepared to— 
well, I guess it depends on the carnival. But anyway, 
nothing made this girl car sick. She rode right along. But 
she naturally wanted to get ahead. This other girl, Irene 
Kilby, came to me when I got married, said that I had 
made a reputation for myself and was well booked up; 
that there was no need of just canceling those dates. Why 
couldn’t she take my name and go ahead and take over 


the bookings that I had? She’d use the name of Lois Fen¬ 
ton, but the stage name of Cherie Chi-Chi, and would 
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get people to refer to her as Cherie Chi-Chi just as 

quickly as possible, and then gradually leave my name 
out of it.” 

‘‘And you consented?” 

“I got big-hearted and told her to go ahead.” 

“Anything in writing?” 

\ cs. That was where I was foolish. I gave her a letter 
saying she could use my name and my bookings until I 
wanted them again; but at any time I wanted them 
I could have them back. We both signed it, but I didn’t 
keep a copy. She has the letter. My husband was a wit¬ 
ness to it. When he signed his name as a witness, he said 
that would protect me because he knew the terms.” 

“What happened when you left Brawley?” 

“I saw no reason for going back and having to carve 
out my own career all over again. I rang up Mr. Barlow 
and told him I’d lost my booking schedule somehow, and 
asked him to please read it to me over the telephone. He 
read it to me and I wrote it down. Then I sent Irene a 
wire at the place where she was supposed to be, telling 
her that she’d have to be on her own from now on be¬ 
cause I was taking over the next date.” 

‘‘And what did she do?” 

‘‘Wired back that she’d used up all of the bookings I 
had when I left to get married, and that what she had 
now belonged to her and were for the most part in the 
name of Cherie Chi-Chi, and I could go get myself other 
bookings. She knew I didn’t have any copy of that letter 
I’d signed and my husband wouldn’t lift a finger to help 
me. He wanted me to make a flop. He’d even given her 
my favorite fans.” 

‘‘What did you do?” 
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“I decided I’d fool her. As a matter of fact, Irene is 
no great shakes as a fan-dancer. She simply takes her 
clothes off and wiggles things around. She uses the fans 
as an afterthought and tries to make herself just as vo¬ 
luptuous as possible. I hat goes all right with a ceitain 
type of audience, but you have to remember that quite 
a few people m these night clubs are respectable, that is, 
they’re putting on an air of respectability because they 
have their wives or girl friends with them, and they 
don’t want to see anything that’s too suggestive. So I 
made up my mind I d simply move in on the next date, 
o'et there belore Irene did and put on one ol my shows. 
Then when Irene showed up and claimed she was the 
one who was entitled to the date, I’d let her go out in 
front of the audience and let the manager choose be¬ 
tween us. I knew there cl be nothing to it alter that. 

“But you didn’t do that?” 

“Irene beat me to it. She was up in Palomino befoic I 
could get there. Her cpiote boy iriend unquote, Harry, 
had fixed things for her. So, I decided to let her play 
that date out. I intended to go to the next place before 
I was billed, tell the manager that I’d finished up my 


other date early, and offer to go on as an extra attraction 
for a couple ol nights il lie cl pay me half price, or some¬ 


thing like that.” 

“After you left Callender in the Richmell Hotel,” 
Mason asked, “could you by any chance dig up an alibi 


for yourself?” 

She shook her head. 

Mason said, “I’ve got to keep you out of circulation 
for a while, Lois.” 


“Why?” 

/ 
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“Because you're hotter than a stove lid. The police 
will be looking for you by this time. They’ll have cov¬ 
ered the hotel registers, they'll have broadcast a descrip¬ 
tion and every radio car in the city will be after you.” 

“It’s a big city,” Lois Fenton said. 


“It s a big city, but you’re just about as inconspicuous 
as a mermaid trying to get on a street car. You have other 
clothes?” 


*« 


Yes. 


* * 


“Where? 


»* 


“At the hotel where I’m stopping.” 
“Registered under your own name?” 



Mason shook his head and said, “That’s out. You have 
your car. Any clothes in it?” 

“No. There’s some junk stuff in the trunk but no 
clothes.” 

Mason, pacing the floor, said, “I can’t afford to let you 
go back to your hotel. I can’t afford to make it seem that 
you’re running away from anything. They can prove 
flight as an indication of guilt. Flight would be the worst 
thing that could possibly happen. . . . I’ve got it! I’ll 
take you to a place where the police won’t find you, yet 
a place that is so logical that you would naturally be ex¬ 
pected to go there in a hurry and without going back to 
the hotel to get a change of clothes.” 

“There isn’t any such place,” she said. 

“Yes there is,” Mason told her. “You’re going to see 
your horse. We’ve located it in the Imperial Valley. I’m 
having it brought in.” 

Her face lit up. “Oh, that’s marvellous! Tell me, Mr. 
Mason, is he hurt?” 


E 



“No. He seems to be all right except for a scratch. 
There’s a bullet in the cantle of the saddle.” 

She said, bitterly, “That’s one of John’s frame-ups- 
the way he handles things. It s typical. It s part of some 
scheme. I don’t think anyone tried to rob the place at 

all, and ...” 

“Never mind that, Mason said. John s dead. The 
point is that you’re very much attached to this horse, 
this . . . What’s his name?” 

“Starlight.” 

“All right. You’re very much attached to Starlight. 
You come to my ollicc. ^ ou learn that Stai light has been 
found; that lie’s being brought in to some stables on the 
outskirts of town. You also learn that lie’s slightly hurt. 
There’s a scratch along the rump, perhaps where a bullet 
creased the skin. It’s only natural that you insist on drop¬ 
ping everything and rushing out to see the horse. Alter 
yotTsee the horse, you’ll be worried about him and be 
alraid that perhaps someone will try to steal him again. 
You'll want to stay with him. You should be a pretty 

4 

good actress.” 

“What does that have to do with it." 

•'Hell s hells," Mason said, ' I've given you the plot. 

“Do I have to write your lines."” 
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Chapter Twelve 


A high board fence carried in green letters a sign which 
read, elite-acme consolidated stables and riding 
academy. 

“That the place?” Mason asked. 

Drake nodded. 

He slid the car to a stop in front of a small building 
marked office. The three of them went in. 

A man who was busily engaged in writing with big¬ 
handed awkwardness on a pile of invoices, put aside the 
pen and looked up as though he welcomed the interrup¬ 
tion. “Something I can do for you folks?” he asked. 

Drake said, “My name’s Drake. I had a conversation 
with someone out here about boarding a horse.” 

“Oh, yes. I’m the one you talked with. The horse just 
came in. He’s still in a trailer out there at the stables. 
The man didn’t know very much about what arrange¬ 
ments you’d made. Now the question is, what kind of 
feed do you want this horse to have? I have some very 
fine oat hay and . . 

“Oat hay and a little grain,” Lois Fenton said, quite 
positively. “Not too much grain. I don’t want him to get 
too hot—just enough to keep him on his mettle, and lie 
should be exercised. If I shouldn’t be able to get out 

125 



126 


IHE CASE OF THE 


here to ride, could you arrange lor that?’' 

The man looked at her in appreciative appraisal. 
"He’s thoroughly gentle?" 

"Perfectly." 

"Okay, I can arrange to exercise him." 

‘ Not on roads," Lois Fenton said. "Just around bridle¬ 
paths, and I don’t want him raced." 

‘ Sure, sure," the man said, soothingly. ‘Tve got some 
good boys here. When I say exercise, I mean exercise. 
You folks want to go look at him now?" 

Please." 

“Out this way," the man said, and opened a back door 
which led to the inside of a long, circular track back of 
the board fence. Over at the far end were stables, and in 
front of these stables an automobile with a horse trailer 
was standing facing them.A couple of men were engaged 
in unloading the horse. 

As the party approached the trailer, they heard the 
booming sound of the horse’s shod feet on the lowered 
tail gate of the trailer. They caught a glimpse ol a toss¬ 
ing head. Then suddenly a horse pranced into view, 
pulling back against the bridle reins which were held by 
a lad who braced himself by thrusting the high heel of 
a cowboy boot down into the solt ground. 

• Starlight," Lois Fenton called. "Here boy, here Star¬ 
light!" 

Fhe horse turned his head. The ears came forward. 

Starlight," Lois Fenton called again. 

I he horse answered with a low nicker. 

"Let him go,” Lois Fenton called to the man who was 

O 7 

holding him. "He’s all light now." 

The man looked at the horse, then dropped the bridle 
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reins. Starlight turned to lace them, his cars still for¬ 
ward, his head up in the air, the bridle reins hanging 
down to the ground. Then, swiftly turning his head to 
one side so that the bridle reins dragged clear of his 
leet, the horse came mincing toward them. 

“Look at how clever he is," Lois Fenton said. “He 
knows lie’s supposed to stand when the reins are drop¬ 
ped, but when he wants to go somewhere he just turns 
his head to one side so he doesn’t step on the reins, and 
look at how he travels.” 

Lois Fenton stepped forward a couple of paces. The 
horse came to her, nickered again in throaty affection, 
nudged her with his head, then raised a soft velvety nose, 
put it against the girl’s cheek and wrinkled his upper lip. 

The man who ran the stables laughed and said, “It’s 
her horse, all right.” 

“Where’s the saddle?” Mason asked, walking toward 
Drake’s operative who had been driving the car. 

“In the back of the car,” the man said. “And I put on 
new bridle reins. The old ones are with the saddle. One’s 
broken off. I have the end of it.” 

“I)o you want some money in advance?” Mason asked 
the riding academy owner. 

“Brother, I want money whenever I can get it,” he 
said, fervently. 

Mason took out a billfold, handed him a fifty-dollar 
bill. “Take good care of the horse.” 

I he man looked at the bill almost reverently, then 
slid it down into the side pocket of his trousers. “Sure, 
we’ll look after him. He’ll be all right. Where did he 
come from? Up from the Imperial Valley?” 

“That general neighborhood,” Mason said. “In case the 



young lady wants to be near the horse for a day or two, 
is there some place around here where she can stay? 
“There’s an auto court down the road about a quarter 

of a mile.” 

“Good place to stay?” 

“Fair” 

“That's fine,” Lois Fenton said. ‘Til stay there and 

whenever 1 want the horse Fll telephone. I suppose you 

can send a boy down with it.*' 

“Yes, ma’am. If it’s no farther than that auto court, I 

can.” 

Lois Fenton smiled reassuringly at Perry Mason. 
“I’m all fixed,” she said. "Please don’t worry about me ” 
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Chapter Thirteen 


The office Mason wanted was in a loft building, where 
a general atmosphere of unconventionality clung to the 
elevator and the corridors. 

The man who operated the slow, rumbling elevator 
cocked a weather-beaten eye at Perry Mason in a know¬ 
ing leer, when the lawyer asked directions to the office 
of Sidney Jackson Barlow, the booking agent. 

“Fourth floor,” he said, and clanged the door of the 
big elevator shut. “You turn right, and can’t miss it.” 

He was a tall man who had once had blond hair. Now 
there were ragged fringes clinging to the scalp around 
his ears and the back of his neck. A long, drooping mus¬ 
tache hung dejectedly down from his upper lip. 

“Barlow’s got a nice filly stable,” he volunteered. 

“Has he?” 

“Sure has. Known him long?” 

“No.” 

“Nice guy. He’ll use you right. Just don’t ask him for 
addresses. Addresses are his stock in trade.” 

“How would he be for stag parties?” Mason asked. 

“Best in the world,” the elevator man said. “Here we 
are-fourth floor. Barlow’s office is down the corridor 

on the right.” 

/ 
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Mason thanked him and walked down the hallway. A 
door sign said, Sidney jackson barlow, Walk in. 

Mason accepted the printed invitation. 

The office contained a long row of chairs ranged along 
the wall, intended perhaps to impress the casual visitor 
that the business of this man Harlow was impressive in 
its proportions; that while this might be the slack mo¬ 
ment of a dull day in an off season, the normal business 
of the office called for actors and actresses waiting pa¬ 
tiently in a long line to see the very important Mr. Bar- 
low, who was ensconced behind the mahogany door 
marked in gilt letters, private. 

As Mason entered the room, his keen ears detected the 
sound of a faint buzzing noise behind the mahogany. 
Kvidcntly an electrical device under the carpet near the 
door had sounded a warning note in the private office. 

Almost instantly a striking blonde, holding a note¬ 
book, three or four pencils and half a dozen letters in 
her hand, opened the door and made a great show of 
bustling efficiently to the typewriter in the corner. Her 
manner was that of one who is loaded down with secre¬ 
tarial business, and is fighting for minutes in order to 
keep abreast of her work. 

“How do you do,” she said to Mason. “Did you wish 
to see Mr. Barlow?” 

“That’s right.” 

“What's your name, please?” 

“Mason.” 

“What did you want to see him about?” 

“Talent.” 

“You mean you want to arrange for some programs?” 

“Something like that.” 

o 



“Just a moment,” she said, smiling sweetly. She hust¬ 
led into the inner office, carefully closed the door behind 
her, emerged after a matter of some ten or fifteen 
seconds and smiled again at the lawyer. “You may go in, 
Mr. Mason.” 

Sidney Jackson Barlow was seated behind a desk lit¬ 
tered with papers and telegrams. At first glance it seem¬ 
ed that these papers had been piled in careless confusion 
on the desk, but a more careful observer would have no¬ 
ticed that letters were placed diagonally across telegrams 
so that the datelines were never visible. The walls of the 
office were decorated with dozens of autographed, pro¬ 
fessional photographs, men with profiles meant to be im¬ 
pressive, women whose pictures emphasized curves, legs 
and eyes, women with low-cut dresses and well-curved 
breasts, women with no dresses at all. 

Barlow, a heavy-set, bald-headed man with thick 
lensed glasses, devoted a cold-eyed appraisal to his visi¬ 
tor. “What was it you wanted, Mr. Mason?” 

“I wanted to see you about some talent.” 

“Yes, yes. We have an excellent array of talent. Al¬ 
most anything you want in the line of entertainment we 
can give.” 

“I wanted to see you in particular about a fan-dancer.” 

“Ah, yes. Something rather . . . er . . . intimate for 
a lodge gathering, Mr. Mason, or are you perhaps run¬ 
ning a night club somewhere?” 

“I wanted to see you about a particular dancer,” Ma¬ 
son said. “A Lois Fenton whose stage name, I believe, is 

Cherie Chi-Chi.” 

The cold eyes instantly became veiled. “Yes,” Barlow 
said, “what was it you wanted to find out about Miss 
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Fenton, Mr. Mason? Of course, you understand our ad¬ 
dresses are our stock in trade and ...” 

"It isn’t that,” Mason said. "I’m wondering if it has 
occurred to you that you have been guilty of fraud in 
connection with this dancer?” 

“I’m afraid I don’t understand you, Mr. Mason.” 

“The Lois Fenton whom you have recently been 
booking is not the same Lois Fenton as the one you were 
booking six months ago.” 

“Why, that’s impossible!” Barlow said. “Furthermore, 
Mr. Mason, I would like to understand your object in 
making such an accusation.” 

“I’m a lawyer.” 

“Oh!” 

“Perry Mason,” the lawyer went on, putting his card 
on Barlow’s desk. “You may have heard of me.” 

“O//!” Barlow said again, and this time there was a 

certain note of dismay in his voice. 

“Do you see the ac ts that you book before you book 

them?” 

“Yes, of course.” 

“You saw Lois Fenton dance?” 

1 cs. 


“When?” 

“Why, I don’t know, Mr. Mason. It was some time 
ago. I can’t tell you the exact date.” 

O / 

“You were impressed by her?” 

“A very remarkable fan-dancer, Mr. Mason. One who 

has a remarkable record.” 

“You have photographs?” 

“Professional?" 


“Yes.” 
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“Yes, undoubtedly I have them. Did you wish to see 
them?” 

Mason nodded. 

Barlow pressed a button. 

The door opened and the blonde stood in the door¬ 
way, a model of secretarial efficiency. “Yes, Mr. Bar- 
low?” 

Barlow said, “Get me the file of Lois Fenton.” 

She walked over to a steel filing case, slid it open and 
handed Barlow a folder. Barlow opened the folder, ex¬ 
tended to Mason an eight by ten photograph on glossy 
paper. 

The photograph showed a young, graceful woman 
smiling at the camera, portions of her nude body con¬ 
cealed by two ostrich-plume fans. 

“Is that the only photograph you have?” 

“No, we have some more recent ones that we’re send¬ 
ing out on publicity. Elsie, where’s that file of photo¬ 
graphs?” 

The secretary crossed over to a cabinet, opened a 
drawer, took out some two dozen glossy photographs and 
handed two of them to Barlow. 

Barlow handed them to Mason. They showed Irene in 
street clothes, the same short-skirted outfit she had worn 
to Mason’s office, and they showed her without clothes, 
two very carelessly applied fans acting as costume. 

Mason studied the photographs, said, “Just as I 
thought, Barlow. It isn’t the same girl.” 

“What!” Barlow exclaimed incredulously. 

“It’s not the same girl.” 

Barlow took the two photographs, held them side by 
side, compared them. “Well, I’ll be damned!” he said, 
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under his breath. 

The blonde secretary moved over and looked over 
barlow's shoulder. 

“How did it happen you didn't discover this, Elsie?” 
Barlow asked her, without looking up. 


She said nothing. 

Barlow put down the photographs, studied Mason 

carefully. “Who are you representing?” 

Mason looked him squarely in theeyes. “Lois Fenton.” 

“Which one?” 

“The real one.” 

••H„w docs it happen I haven't heard from her be- 

lore?” 

■ She didn't know what was going on." 

Ihn low moistened his lips with the tip of his tongue. 
Oh, nuts!” the secretary said calmly and clearly. 
Now. I lsic," Harlow said in a flutter of apprehen¬ 
sion, "don't mix into this. I his is a matter of . . . > 
"\uts," she said again, this time louder and more ve- 

hemcntly. 

Barlow sighed with an attitude of a henpecked man 
who (an do nothing further. He said apologetically to 
Mason. “My secretary handles a good deal of the clerical 
work in connection with the bookings. And. having 
delivered himself of that statement, sat back in the 
swivel (hair and clasped his hands behind Ins neck, 
seeming to withdraw from the conversation by this ges¬ 
ture as effectively as though he had drawn a cm tain be¬ 
tween his visitor and himself. 

Mason said, “And I gather that your secretary is in a 

somewhat skeptical frame of mind at the moment?’ 
‘'You’re damn right T am." the girl said. “Don’t tell 
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me Lois Fenton didn't know someone had moved in on 
her territory. Those things just don’t exist—not for as 
long as this has been going on. That photograph of 
Cherie Chi-Chi was taken three months ago.” 

“Miss Fenton.“ Mason said, “has been busy.” 

“That’s your story.” 

“Now, now, take it easy. Don’t offend Mr. Mason.” 
Barlow muttered. 

“She has taken an excursion into the realm of matri¬ 
mony,” Mason said. “Now she has encountered domestic 
troubles and wishes to resume her profession. She finds 
that through your negligence, Mr. Barlow, someone has 
capitalized on her reputation, apparently with your con¬ 
nivance.” 

“Okay,” the blonde said, in a hard-boiled manner. 
“Come on, let’s get it over with. What do you want? 
Out with it.” 

Mason said, “I want to interview the person whom 
you are now booking as Lois Fenton, or Cherie Chi-Chi. 
You doubtless have her address.” 


Barlow started stroking his sleek jowls with 
of well-manicured fingers. “I think perhaps F 


the tips 
d better 


see my lawyer.” 

“Okay, if you want to look at it that way,” Mason 
said. “I thought perhaps I could keep you out of it, il it 
should appear that you have been the innocent victim 
of a misrepresentation.” 

The blonde said, “Nuts to this lawyer business. Let 
me handle this, Sidney.” 

She walked around the desk to sit on the corner 
nearest Mason, one foot resting on the carpet, the other 
swinging gracefully back and forth in a nervous arc. 
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“What happens if you talk with this woman and it turns 

out she slipped one over on us?” 

“In that case my client would be inclined to absolve 

you of responsibility.” 

“Suppose this woman doesn’t want to talk with you?” 
Mason smiled and said, “That will be the measure of 

your good faith.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You don’t need to tell her anything about my errand. 
You can simply tell her that a man who is interested in 
talent is going to be here in an hour, and that you would 
like to have her available to talk things over with him.” 
“That might make trouble,” Barlow murmured. 
“Keep out of it, Sidney,” the blonde flashed back over 
her shoulder. “I'll run this. What kind of a party is it 
going to be, Mr. Mason?” 

o o 

“That will depend on circumstances.” 

“Rough?” 

“Certainly not. I simply want to get at the facts of the 

case.” 

“Why?” 

/ 

“In order to protect my client.” 

“Look, you’re not dumb enough to think that you can 
go to court and sue a fan-dancer and get any dough out 
of her.” 

“The situation could be rectified, Mason said. 

The secretary’s eyes narrowed. “In an hour?” 

4 . \ r ^ O 

i es. 

She turned to Barlow, said, “Well, why not?” 

Barlow shrugged his shoulders. 

“Okay,” the secretary said. “We’ll have her here.” 
“Thank you,” Mason told them, and walked out. 
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From a phone in a drugstore two blocks away Mason 
called his oliice, using the unlisted number which rang 
the phone directly in his private oliice. 

When Della Street answered. Mason said, “Be careful 
about what you say, Della. Is anyone in the office?” 


“Anyone in the outer oliice?” 

“A couple of clients who didn’t have an appointment. 
I explained to them that you were out on business and I 
didn’t know whether you would be back at all today. 
They both decided to wait a little while on the chance 
you might be in.” 

“No one else?” 

- “No.” 

“No one been askinor for me?” 

“No.” 

Mason said, “I’m being shadowed, Della. I thought it 
was the police. The fact they haven’t been calling for 
me at the office proves it.” 

“How long have you been wearing this tail?” 

“Fver since I left the office after we returned from the 

auto court. I took the shadow on a journey—to see Bar- 

1 >» 

low. 

“What do you want me to do?” 

“Just be careful not to act as though you didn’t know 
where I was. I don’t want the police to think I deliber¬ 
ately ditched this shadow.” 

"Have you ditched him?” 

“Not yet.” 

“But you will?” 

“Yes.” 


“Then what?” 



“Then Lieutenant Tragg will go to see Barlow and 
ask questions, and be around asking you questions. Tell 
him I told you I had to go out of town on business and 
that I might not be back until tomorrow night. Make it 
sound very casual.” 

“Okay. Anything else?” 

“Just close up the joint at five o’clock and go on home. 
You may be shadowed. Don’t notice it if you are. Re¬ 
member to keep everything very, very casual.” 

“Okay. Anything else?” 

“Be a good girl,” Mason said. 

“And be casual about that, 1 suppose,” Della said. 
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Chapter Fourteen 


The hush of early morning still touched the desert, as 
welcome as cool finger tips to the forehead of a sick man. 

Mason turned his car into Frank Loring Nolan’s ranch 
driveway, swung out in front of the barn and then made 
a circle which brought the car near the back door of the 
ranch. 

A bobtail dog started barking in the nervous, excit¬ 
able manner of a dog who expects to be silenced by his 
master and wants to get in all possible noise-making 
cacophonies before he is stopped. 

The back door opened. A big man, whose stomach 
pushed out bib overalls, grinned amiably at the car and 
said to the dog, “Shut up, Butch.” 

The dog wagged his bobtail in recognition of his mas¬ 
ter’s order and kept right on barking. 

The man reached down to the ground, picked up a 
small pebble and threw it in the general direction of the 
dog, who promptly ceased barking, circled around past 
some shrubs and sat down in the shade where he could 
observe proceedings, mouth open, tongue hanging out. 

The man walked over to the automobile. 

Mason opened the door, got out and smiled a greeting. 
“Your name Nolan?” 
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“That’s right." 

“Mine’s Mason." 

“Glad to know you, Mr. Mason." 

Mason said, “I suppose you keep pretty busy." 

“We always find something to do." 

“I don’t want to take up your time, but I’m interested 

• y y 

in . . . 

“Finding out about a horse," Nolan interrupted, the 
grin spreading over his face. 

“How did you know?" Mason asked. 

Nolan laughed. “That horse," he said, “—it looks as 
though that horse was gettin’ famous." 

“How come?" 

“Darned if 1 know, but there certainly have been a lot 
of people asking about him. First some fellow came in 
and said he was representing the owner. He seemed like 
a nice-appearing young chap and wanted to pay what¬ 
ever charges were due and take the horse along. He knew 
all about the horse, so I guessed there was no question 
but what he was telling the truth. 

Mason said, reassuringly, “Yes, I know about him. He 
really was representing the owner." 

“Well," Nolan said, “I’m the easygoing type. The wife 
is a little more suspicious. She took down the license 
number on the man’s automobile." 

Mason nodded approvingly. 

“A couple of hours after he’d pulled out," Nolan went 
on, “darned if some fellow didn’t come in here that had 
a chip on his shoulder, and wanted to know all about the 
horse and all that. He turned out to be a police detective 
from the city. He wanted to know how I knew that the 
man was representing the owncr t of the. horse, and I told 


fan-dancer’s horse 


141 


him that lie had a complete description and said he was 
representing the owner and that was enough for me. 
Then this fellow said, yes, whenever any slicker sold the 
Brooklyn Bridge to a sucker lie always claimed to be the 
owner. 

“Well, that started me thinking,and started me worry¬ 
ing a little bit. I went in and talked with the wife, and she 
said she’d taken down the license number of the auto¬ 
mobile. We gave that to the fellow and he went away.” 

“Then what happened?” 

“Well,” Nolan said, “last night the sheriff came down 
to see me and he asked me all about the horse, wanted to 
know where he came from and all that, and told me that 
I didn’t need to be too loquacious in case people came 
around asking questions. 

“So there you arc, Mr. Mason. I just don’t want to be 
too loquacious about some things.” 

“Well,” Mason said, casually, “if you’ll tell me the 
things that you can talk about and the things that you 
can’t talk about, why then we ll avoid the things you 
can’t talk about and . . .” 

The man threw back his head and laughed. “Guess 
you must be a lawyer.” 

“That’s right,” Mason admitted. 

“Say, wait a minute. I’ve heard that name somewhere. 
You aren’t Perry Mason, are you?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Well, well, well, I’m going to shake hands with you 
all over again. I’ve read a lot about you. Never thought 
I’d meet you under circumstances like this. Say, why are 
you interested in the horse?” ✓ si / 
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something that may help a client. I here are some things 
that a lawyer can’t talk about, you know.” 

Nolan said sympathetically, “If you’ll just tell me the 
things you can't talk about, Mr. Mason, why then we’ll 
know what not to discuss.” 

They both laughed. 

"Tell me,” Mason said, “when did the horse come 


here?” 

“On the morning ol the eleventh. About half an houi 

before daylight.” 

“1 low did he come?” 

“Same way horses always come, partner. He deliveied 
himself, walked right in on his four feet.” 

Mason smiled. 

“How else would you expect him to come?” 

“Shucks, I don’t know,” Mason said. “The way you’re 
a( ting I thought he might have been eased down on the 
rant h with a parachute from some bombing plane.” 

“Nope, he came walking in a little before daylight, 
and the dog slatted barking. That damn dog. Never 
baiks at the moon, or an\thing ol that sort. Whenever 
he baiks. \oii know there’s something wrong, but he 
jlist keeps on barking until you get up and find out 
w hat it's all about. 

“Well, I thought maybe a skunk or a wildcat was 
prowling around the chicken coop, so I got up and took 
mv .110 gauge shotgun, and started out with a flashlight. 

no n 

The dog picked me up as soon as I came out, and ran 
ahead to show me what he was barking at. And doggone, 
if it wasn’t this horse standing there all saddled and bri¬ 
dled and nic kering a little.” 

“And what did vou do?” 
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“Took him into the barn, tied him up lor a while, 
then took his bridle off, gave him some hay, and finally 
took his saddle off.” 

“See anything peculiar when you took the saddle off?” 

Nolan pushed his lips together in a thin, tight line. 

Mason said, “I take it that’s one of the things you were 
told not to talk about.” 

“I ain’t said a thing,” Nolan said. “If you want to read 
my mind, I can’t stop you.” 

“Did you go out and look for tracks?” Mason asked. 

“Now, there’s a sensible question,” Nolan said. “You 
sound as though you lived in the country. Nobody else 
has asked me anything like that.” 

“Did you?’’ 

“Yep. I went out and looked at tracks. The horse had 
come down the road from the north. He’d been on the 
shoulder of the road, where his tracks were left in the 
dust. Then he’d moved back on the highway. It was hard 
to tell just how long he’d been on the highway. I suppose 
I could have tracked him clean back by taking a little 
time, but right then I didn’t see any particular reason 
why I should. I walked back for maybe half a mile or so. 
trying to see if there was any rider spilled along the road. 
I didn’t find anybody, and by that time a few cars were 
coming along and I felt that if someone had fallen ofl 
the night before, and was still there, one of the cars 
would have picked up the rider.” 

“Anything else?” 

“Well, I know the horse had been scared.” 

“How could you tell that?” 

“Well, you see these western horses are trained a little 
different from the eastern horses. A good cattle horse 
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will stand still just as long as the reins are down on the 
o-round. For that reason cattlemen use a divided rein a 

for.” 

Mason nodded. 

“Now I tested this horse out a couple of times,” Nolan 
went on. “I'd take him out and ride him a ways, get off 
of him and drop the reins just to see what he’d do.” 
“What did lie do?” 

“Stood just as though he’d been tied. Horses have got 
a lot of sense, Mr. Mason, and when a horse that’s been 
trained to stand, the way this horse has, decides he’s 
going to quit a place, it's because there’s something in 
that place that he don’t like at all. This horse had one 

broken bridle rein.” 

“Anybody else ask you about this?” 

“Hell no the other fellows that were here knew it all. 
You’re the first one that’s been here that didn’t act on 
the assumption he knew all the answers and I as a 
dumb hick . . . And,” Nolan grinned and went on, “you 
didn’t do so good yourself the first minute or two.” 
Mason laughed. “Did you try frightening the horse to 

see how highstrung he was?” 

“Well, now,” Nolan said, “I don’t know as though 


I ni supposed to talk about this. 

“No one told you not to?” 

“Nope. No one else ever thought anything about it.” 
“I can’t see any reason why you shouldn’t talk then. 
“Well, you see, it’s like this. Mr. Mason. I try to keep 
friendly with the sheriff down here, and I guess the sher¬ 
iff is friendly with the police up there in the city, and I 


suppose there’s some reason why they don’t want me to 
talk about some things in connection with this horse.” 
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Mason said, “Now let’s be frank with each oilier, No¬ 
lan. If there was a bullet hole in the cantle of that saddle 
and the ollicers told you not to say anything about that 
bullet hole or about the bullet being embedded in there, 
I wouldn’t want you to talk about it.” 

Nolan grinned. 

“If, on the other hand,” Mason said, “you wondered 
what could have frightened the horse and took the horse 
out and tried an experiment, I’d like to know what you 
found out.” 

“Well, I was sort of wondering.” 

o 

“So,” Mason said, “I take it that you saddled the horse, 
put on the bridle, rode him out in the field, got off and 
let the reins drop and waited to see what he’d do.” 

“That’s right.” 

“What did he do?” 

“Nothing. He stood there.” 

“So then,” Mason said, “you fired a gun. Is that right?” 

“I guess you know something about animals yourself, 
don’t you?” Nolan asked, due respect in his voice, “or 
else you’re a mind reader. I fired a gun and that horse 
gave one snort and got out of there fast. I guess he’d be 
going yet if I hadn’t closed the gate in the pasture lot.” 

“And the police didn’t ask you anything about that?” 

“Nope.” 

Mason said, “I think I’d like to meet your wife.” 

Nolan said, “She’s sort of suspicious of strangers.” 

“I’d like to meet her just the same.” 

“Come on in.” 

Nolan led the way in through the back door of the 
house into a kitchen fragrant with the aroma of cook¬ 
ing. A thin, parchment-faced woman stood over by the 
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sink washing dishes. 

“This is my wife,” Nolan said. “This is Mr. Mason.” 

She looked up, dried her hands on a towel, glanced 
at Mason suspiciously, smiled, walked over and extend¬ 
ed her hand. “Mow do you do,” she said. 

'Tin pleased to meet you,” Mason told her. “Your 
husband tells me you're the suspicious member of the 
family.” 

Her thin lips formed a straight line across her face. 
1 Ier eyes snapped. “He's always saying things like that.” 


“Are you?” 

“Well, somebody has to look out for things around 
here. The way Frank Nolan is, you’d think everybody 
in the world was a lodge brother, or something. He’d 
give them the shirt off his back. He thinks everybody’s 

honest as the day is long.” 

Mason gravely took a billfold from his pocket, took 

out a fiftv-dollar bill, handed it to Mrs. Nolan. 

“What’s that?” she asked. 

“That,” Mason said, “is a little encouragement to you 
to be suspicious.” 

“I don’t get it." 

Mason said, “Your husband is a loquacious, gregari¬ 
ous sort of ( hap. He’s friendly with people.” 

“Too friendly. What’s the money for?” 

Mason said, “In ease anyone else comes to ask ques¬ 
tions about the horse, you might do the talking. 

Nolan laughed. “I’m afraid there wouldn’t be much 
talking done. She . . .” 

“You keep out of this, Frank Nolan,” his wife snapped. 
“I'm handling it. I guess if this man wants to pay me to 
keep vou from talking. I’m going to try to earn the 



money. What don’t you want him to talk about?’’ 

“Anything,” Mason said. 

“Well,” Mrs. Nolan said, “I guess that's a pretty easy 
way to earn five dollars. I’ll keep him shut up.” 

“ I hat’s not a five-dollar bill,” Mason said. 

“It isn’t?” 

Mason shook his head. 

She moved over and held it up to the light, looked at 
it, and then suddenly said, “Oh my God! It's fifty!” 

Mason smiled at her incredulous surprise, shook 
hands with Frank Nolan, said, “Thanks a lot,” and head¬ 
ed his car north, the bobtailed dog racing along snap¬ 
ping at his front wheel until the car hit the paved road. 

A little over a mile and a half to the north, Mason 
turned in where a mailbox had the name “Campo.” 

An old Mexican woman, whose right arm was in a 
sling, walked slowly along the wide porch of an un¬ 
painted house, entered through a door and disappeared. 

Jose Campo came up to the car. “Good morning,” he 
said. “Is there something I can do for you?” 

Mason said, “I wonder if you recognize me?" 

“I . . . Senor, I have seen your face somewhere be¬ 
fore, but I can’t tell you where it was.” 

Mason said, “We came to inquire about the woman 
with the broken arm. We’re from the insurance com¬ 
pany.” 

“Senor, please give it no thought whatever,” Campo 
said, moving his hands in a gesture of dismissal. “It is 
nothing! I have made no claim. There is no insurance.” 

“But the other man had insurance.” 

“No, no, no, Senor. It is all right. We claim nothing. 

Mason said, “The arm is getting along all right?” 


• • 
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“The doctor says it is all right.” 

“What doctor did you take her to?” Mason asked. 

“A doctor in Redlands.” 

“Why go all the way to Redlands?” 

“There are good doctors in Redlands.” 

“Some of the best,” Mason agreed, “but why go all 

the way to Redlands?” 

“She wanted it, Senor.” 

Mason said, “All right. Now tell me about the horse.” 
“About the horse . . . About . . . Ah, yes, it is the 
Senor who was on the highway at the time of the ac¬ 
cident. That is right, the Senor Mason. Ah, yes, I re¬ 
member now.” 

“And I want to know about the horse Callender gave 

you to keep for him,” Mason said. 

“No, no, no, it was not Callender. The other man.” 

“What other man?” 

“The becg one.” 

Mason said, “You know the lan-dancer, Chcrie Chi- 


Chi?” 

“But yes, of course. She came to us with this man 
about the horse and-oh, there was much trouble over 

that horse.” 

“Now, let’s get the thing straight,” Mason said. “Be¬ 
gin at the beginning and tell me about it. 

“It was the day ol the accident—that was a most un¬ 
fortunate day.” 

“What happened?” 

“It started when this man and the Cherie Chi-Chi, the 
fan-dancer, came to the ranch with the horse.” 

* How did they bring the horse to the ranch?” 

It was night. The becg man is riding the horse. That 
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is all I know.” 

“And Cherie Chi-Chi, the fan-dancer?” 

“She came in the automobile, driving very slowly 
along behind the horse. It was night. First I can hear the 
clump, clump, clump, clump, clump of the horse on the 
pavement. Then there is the sound of an automobile 
going very slow. Then lights shine on my house and 
these people come here. They are very nice people, and 
they want me to keep the horse for a few days. I am to 
keep him in the stable where no one will see him, and I 
am to take very good care of the saddle and of the 
bridle.” 

“Go on.” ' 

“And they pay me well. Oh, they pay me very well 
indeed, Senor. Of that there can be no complaint.” 

“Then what happened?” 

“Then on this day, this day of the accident . . .” 

“Wednesday, the eleventh?” Mason asked. 

“I believe so. It is a Wednesday. Yes, I think it is the 
eleventh.” 

“And what happened?” 

“The man telephones me. I am to put the saddle and 
the bridle on the horse and have him ready.” 

“Ready for what?” 

“That I do not know,” Campo said. “Simply I am 
told to have the horse saddled and bridled in the night 
and leave the saddle and the bridle on.” 

“And what else?” 

“I am told that if questions are asked me about the 
horse I am to say that he came to the ranch; that he had 
the saddle and the bridle just as I have put them on this 
night: that I am afraid perhaps I am going to get into 
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trouble so I have decided to put on the saddle and bridle 
and take the horse in to the sheriff.” 

“All right, what happened?” 

“1 have the saddle and the bridleon the horse and then 
the tiling happens. Not that night, but in the morning.” 

“What?” 

“It is early. It is not yet daylight and there is much 
noise among the chickens. It is a coyote that is very, very 
smart. I have had trouble with him before. He comes 
always long before daylight.” 

“My aunt, Maria Gonzales, she is a light sleeper and 
she wakens me. I hear the noise in the chicken coop and 
I take the shotgun. I run out of the back door with a 
flashlight. 1 hold the flashlight and see the two eyes of 
the coyote and I shoot the gun.” 

“And what happened?” 

'I miss the coyote and the’ horse runs away.” 

“Where did he go?” 

That I do not know. I think that he certainly will not 
go far. It is dark and I am chasing after the coyote. I hen 
I think that when it is daylight I will get the horse. One 
can do nothing wandering alter a horse in the nighttime. 

I have missed the covote. He is a devil, that one. Too 

/ 

smart.” 

“So you let the horse go? 

"No. no. Senor! I did not let him go! I went back to 
bed. I am waiting for daylight to hunt for the horse.” 

“And then what happens?” 

“It is this way,” Campocxplained. “This man, this one 
who made the arrangements for the horse, I think his 
name is Harry. Yes, that is right. It is Harry. The last 
name is—ah yes. I have it. The last name is Cogswell — 

1 far iv Cogswell. He wrote it down for me on paper. 
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Harry Cogswell. 1 hal is right; that is the name. Hairy 
Cogswell telephoned. I am to take the horse next day to 
the sheriff. And I am also to take two tans that this girl 
leit on the ranch when she was here.” 

All right.” Mason said. “What about the tans?” 

I ask Harry about the Ians and he says that I am to 
deliver the Ians to him at Brawley. The horse is to go to 
the sheriff. But the horse, he is now gone. When it is 
daylight I do not find him anywhere. 

“That horse, he will stand tor hours with the reins 
down on the ground—stand still as though he is tied. I 
am expecting to find him standing in the driveway, per¬ 
haps as tar as the gate, but Senor, what could I do? It 
conies daylight and the horse is not in sight.” 

“All right, what did you do?” 

“So I have my aunt, Maria Gonzales, take these fans 
to deliver to this man, Harry, in Brawley, and I go to 
look for the horse.” 

“Did you find him?” 

“That I do not do, Senor. I dare not ask questions, be¬ 
cause Harry has told me that the horse is secret—he is 
to be kept without saying anything to anyone.” 

“Couldn’t you track him?” 

“Certainly I track him. I track him down the road. He 
is traveling with his reins dragging, and then he finds an 
open gate and wanders off into the field, and yet he is 
not in the field. There is another open gate at the far end 
of the field, and then stubble, and then more roads, but 
I do not find his tracks any more. He is gone.” 

“So what did you do?” 

“So when I cannot find him, I do not know what to 
do. I think I can find him by asking questions of neigh¬ 
bors; but is it permitted to ask questions of neighbors? 



That is what I do not know.” 

“Go ahead,” Mason said. 

“I know that my aunt, Maria Gonzales, is going to see 
this man, Harry, and I decide that I must go very quick 
to see this man Harry and ask if it is permitted to ask 

questions.” 

“So what happened?” 

“So I am driving very fast to overtake my aunt, Maria 
Gonzales, and—well, you know the rest. There is the 
accident. She has the broken arm.” 

“And the fans?” 

“I swear to you, Senor, that I did not steal those fans, 
nor did Maria Gonzales steal those fans. We are honest 
people. We are poor, but we do not steal. Those fans 
were taken from the car of my aunt, I swear that to you, 
Senor. 'They were in the trunk and my aunt Maria had 
been very careful to put newspapers in the trunk so that 
the fans would not get dirty.” 

“What about 1 larry?” 

“He is very angry, that one! He thinks I have stolen 
the fans. He says I am too lazy even to keep the horse. 
There is much trouble. He says it is not permitted to ask 

questions. It is a very unlucky day.” 

Mason said, “ I hat piece of paper that the man gave 

you with his name on it. You have that?” 

/ 

“No, it is gone.” 

“Gould you find it?” 

“No, Senor, I could not find it.” 

“Hut his name is I larry Cogswell and you would know 

him if you saw him again? 

“ That is most certain.” 

Mason shook hands. “It will be well for you to re¬ 
member what happened,” lie said. 
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THE CASE OF THE FAN-DANCERS HORSE 


Chapter Fifteen 


It was early afternoon when Mason stopped his car in 
front of the auto court where he had left Lois Fenton 
the previous afternoon. 

There was about the place that atmosphere of drowsy 
dejection which clings to auto camps during the middle 
of the day, when out-going guests have long since de¬ 
parted, when newcomers are still pushing down the 
throttle many weary miles from their destination. 

Mason ran lightly up the steps of the little cottage that 
had been rented to Lois Fenton and tapped on the door. 

“Who is it?” 

“Mason. Are you decent?” 

Lois Fenton opened the door. “What’s new?” she 
asked. 

Mason said, “You’re looking better. How did you 
sleep?” 

“Off and on.” 

“Not too good?” 

“No.” 

Mason said, “You’re going to be arrested.” 

“When?” 

“Probably pretty soon. The police have traced your 
horse. They’ll find the horse and you within a few hours. 
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it might be better tor you to get in circulation. Act as 
any woman in your situation would and let them nab 


you. 

“How did they find out about the horse?” 

j 

" I hev covered the valley. They found the man who 
was keeping him.” 

“Is—is Jasper mixed up in it?" 

“I think I can pin the horse on Irene and her boy 
Iriend, Harry.” 

“W hat do vou want me to do?” 

/ 

'Ton might begin bv telling me the truth.” 

“About what?” 

“About that rooming house on East Lagmore.” 

She bit her lip. 

“Don’t cry,” Mason said impatiently. “Talk.” 

“ I don't c ry, ever.” 

# 

“I thought \ou were getting ready to.” 

“No, I never cry.” 

“ Talk then.” 

“Arthur told me that I must never tell anyone, not 
even vou. about that.” 

Mason said, “When Sheldon left the hotel, he went 
to ,i rooming house at 791 East Lagmore. He registered 
there. Now, the strange thing is that he had registered 
there earliei in the dav, long before he knew that he was 
oing to have to (heck out of the hotel. Do you know 
why he did that?” 

She nodded. 

“Why?” 

For several seconds she remained silent. Then she 
said, “It was on account of Jasper.” 

“Your brother?” 


< > 
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“Yes. Jasper was coining to town. I wanted to get a 
room for him. The hotels were full. Arthur had to get 
this place in the rooming house. He registered his own 
name and took the key. We intended to let Jasper stay 
there, but when Jasper didn't show up—well, I guess 
Arthur went down there and took the room himself 
after he had to leave the hotel.” 

Mason said, “Now this is important. Did you ever go 
there?” 


“You mean to that rooming house?” 

“Yes.” 

“I went there at 4 o’clock in the morning.” 

Mason whistled, then after a moment said, “This was 
the thing Sheldon told you not to say anything about?” 

She nodded her head in silent misery. “I feel like a 
heel about it, Mr. Mason.” 

“You stayed there with Sheldon?” 


“No, no, not with Sheldon! I took a separate room. 
There were rooms that could be rented that way. The 
woman who ran the place put a sign on the counter 


“I know all about that,” Mason said. “But tell me, 
why did you rent this room?” 

“I . . . well, Arthur got word to me that he had to 
see me.” 

“Gave you that address?” 


“And what happened?” 

“Arthur told me that when he got to the room he 
found something in it.” 

“You mean someone was there?” 

“No. Something.” 


F 
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“A body.” 

“No, no. It was something else. Something terrible. 
“What?” 

“One of my fans.” 

“What about it?” 

“It had been literally soaked in blood. It was—it was 
terrible.” 

“And Arthur said he found that in the room when 

he got there?” 

“Yes.” 

“What did you do?” 

“I took a room in the same rooming house and I 
worked over that fan, washing it in the washbowl and 
<>cttin<> some of the worst of the stains out of it. 

“Then what happened?” 

“I threw the fan away.” 

“Where?” 

“A place where it’ll never be found.” 

Mason said, “ I here isn t any such place. 

“Oh ves there is. I took it way out of town-way out 

j 

on the outskirts and buried it.” 

“Where?” 

“In a field.” 

“By the main highway?” 

“No. I turned off on a side road and went up until I 
found a field. I dug a little hole with a shovel I had in 
the car-a small garden shovel-and buried the fan, and 

that’s all there is to it.” 

“What time was it?” 

“Just around daylight.” 

“Did Arthur go with you?” 

“No.” 
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“Did Arthur have any idea how the blood had sot on 
the fan?” 

“No.” 

Or how the fan had got in his room?” 

“No.” 

Mason studied her in frowning concentration for half 
a minute. Do you, he asked, “know what happens to 
little girls who lie to their lawyers?” 

“What?” 


In minder cases, Mason said, “they wind up in the 

death low at San Quentin, or perhaps because they’re 

nice-looking women they get sent to prison for a term of 

yeais. How would you like to take ten years in the 

Womens Piison at Fehachapi? Ten years of prison. 

That would be nice, wouldn t it? Ten long years right 

out of your life, cooped up in a cell with no make-up, 

the clanging of iron doors, the drab routine of an event¬ 
less life. You . . 


"Stop!” she screamed at him. “Stop! My God, what 
are you trying to do—pull my nerves out by the roots?” 
"I’m trying to get you to tell the truth.” 

"I’ve told you the truth.” 

Mason said, You vc got to buck up. You’ve got to 
learn to lace things. Right now you’re going to get in 
the car with me and go to the police. You’d just heard 
they wanted to question you.” 

But, Mr. Mason,” she said in panic. “I thought you 
were keeping me here, keeping me hidden so that I . . 
Keeping you hidden long enough for the police to 

pick up a red herring that I threw across their trail,” 
Mason said. 

“But now you mean that I . . .” 
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“Exactly,” Mason said. “The police are on the trail 
of the horse. They’ll be here any time now.” 

“How bad is the case against me?” 

“Either you’re lying to me, or Sheldon lied to you, 
and you’re pretty dumb to have let him tell you a story 
like that and get away with it. In any event, the case 
against you is so black right now that I can t take a 
chance on having it made any blacker. You can t be in 
concealment. You can’t be running away. You’ve got to 
go to the police. You’ll have to talk; but be damn cer¬ 
tain they don’t trap you in any lies. Tell your story up to 
the time you left Callender at two o’clock, then deny 

everything, and clam up.” 

“There’s no other way out? Nothing else for me to 



"All right,” she said. “You wait here. I’ll get my coat 

and hat and make up my face.” 

' Your face looks all right now,” Mason said. 

“No, I'll . . . I’ll be with you in a minute.” 

She walked over to the bathroom, closed the door and 
railed out, “You’ll find a morning paper on the table, 

Mr. Mason.” 

Mason picked up the paper from the table, settled 
back in the chair and after a quick glance at the head¬ 
lines. read the comics and then turned to the sporting 
section. He read the baseball news, glanced at the fin¬ 
ancial section, then at his wristwatch, and called out, 


“Hey, make it snappy, Lois.” 

There was no answer from the bathroom. 

Mason moved over, knocked on the bathroom door. 

There was still no answer. 
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Mason jerked the door open. 

The room was empty. The window at the far end was 
open and the screen had been taken off. In the soft 
ground outside of the window two heels had left an im¬ 
print in the soil. 

I he lawyer walked back to the other room, picked up 

the door behind him, and walk¬ 
ed toward the place where he had left his car. 

The car was gone. 

It was a good half mile before Mason came to a gas 
station that had a telephone. He called his office. "Hello. 
Della, he said. How would you like to borrow a car 
from Paul Drake and come and get me?" 

“Where are you?" 

/ 

Mason gave her the address. 

“What happened to your car?" 

"It was stolen." 


"Where’s your client?" 

‘As far as I know, she’s in my car." 

“I ll be right out," Della told him cheerfully, 
everything." 


4 • 
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the case of the fan-dancer s horse 


Chapter Sixteen 


Della Street regarded Mason with twinkling eyes. 
She opened the door on the driver’s side of Paul Drake’s 
car and slid over so that Mason could get in behind the 
wheel. 

“Painful?” she asked. 

“Mentally painful.” Mason said. “Danin it, that s 
what comes of getting sympathetic with women.” 

“Did you have to try to hide her in the first place?” 

“I thought I did.” Mason said. “I was trying to give 
her the breaks. 1 thought that if Sergeant Dorset got 
hold of Irene Kilby first, he'd bring in the witnesses to 
identify her. I thought there was a pretty good chance 
the witnesses might fall for it and identify . . . Oh well, 
it's all water under the bridge now. 

“What are you going to do?” 

“Do!” Mason said, indignantly. “I’m going to tell Lois 
Pen ton to get hcrscll a lawyer. I m finished. 

“How did she do it. Chief?” 

“Went into the bathroom, crawled out through the 
window. I’d left the keys in my car and she drove it 

away.” 

“Didn’t you think she might do something like that?” 

“Hell no. Whv should she? I was sticking my neck out 
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for her and telling her what had to be done. If she didn’t 
like my advice all she had to do was to say so. If she in¬ 
tended to run away, she could have walked right out of 
the front door. She acted as though 1 was trying to make 
the pinch.” 

“Is she guilty, Chief?” 

Mason started to say something, then changed his 
mind and kept quiet. 

Della asked, after a few moments, “What are you 

/ 

going to do about the car, report it as stolen?” 

“No. I’m not going to do that to her. I’ll give her that 
much of a break. She’ll probably get in touch with me 
sometime later in the day to tell me that my car is up 
in Oxnard or Ventura, or Santa Barbara, or Bakersfield, 
or somewhere, and I’ll tell her she’s got some money on 
deposit with me with which to hire another attorney.” 

“Are you going to tell Paul Drake about her stealing 
the car?” 

Mason said, “I don’t tell anyone anything. Just tell 
Paul Drake I’m off the case. Tell him to call in his men. 
Then let it go at that. I’m going to a Turkish bath. Tell 
Paul his car is back and thanks.” 

“Shall I tell him where you are?” 

Mason shook his head, said, “Tell him to call his men 
off. To hell with it.” 

He stopped the car in front of his club, climbed out 
and watched Della Street slide over behind the steering 
wheel. There was a twinkle in her eyes. 

“I know,” Mason said, grinning. “It’s funny. I’ll see 
the funny side of it myself when I come back to the 
office along toward five o’clock. Until then, you’re the 
only one who thinks it’s a joke. Bye-bye.” 
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She blew him a kiss. 

Mason pounded his way across the sidewalk, entered 
the club, said to the doorman, “Why in hell is it that 
when a man has been victimized by a woman, every 
other woman he knows starts getting affectionate?” 

“I wouldn’t know, sir,” the doorman said. 

“No man would.” Mason told him. “I guess it’s just 
because they are mentally putting the guy on a sucker 


list. 


»» 


“You may have something there, sir.” 

“I may at that,” Mason said, as he stepped into the 

* 

elevator.” 

Two hours later Mason was dozing in the relaxed 
tranquility which follows a good I urkish bath and mas¬ 
sage, when the attendant said. “Mr. Mason, you’re want¬ 
ed on the telephone. It s your set retarv, and she says it s 

important.” 

Mason roused himself from the relaxation of half- 
slumber, slippered his way across to the telephone, heard 
Della Street's voice, crisp with excitement. “Seen the 
afternoon paper. Chief?” 

“No.” 

“It’s just out. You’d better get one and then get over 
to the office.” 

“What’s it about?” Mason asked. 

“I’ll read you the headlines,” Della Street said. “Mur¬ 
der Suspect Apprehended Escaping in Lawyer's Auto¬ 
mobile—Attorney May Be Charged as Accomplice- 
Suspect Identified by Witnesses as Last Person to See 

Callender Alive . . .” 

“That’s enough. Della. You can stop right there. I’m 
( online’ over.’ 
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THE CASE OF THE FAN-DANCERS HORSE 


Chapter Seventeen 


Mason, Della Street, and Paul Drake sat in a grim con¬ 
ference long after office hours. 

“They’ve got a dead open and shut airtight case 
against her,’’ Drake said, “and the D.A. is going to move 
in on you if you don’t reach an agreement with him.’’ 

“What sort of an agreement?” 

‘‘They'll let her cop a plea.’’ 

“Manslaughter?” 

O 

“I think they’re going to hold out for second degree.” 

“What else?” 

Drake said, “They’ve got evidence to burn. It’s the 
only thing to do, Perry.” 

“Just how much evidence have they got, Paul?” 

“Scads of it, Perry. The witnesses identify her as the 
woman who went into the hotel room around twenty 
minutes past two. The house detective can swear that 
Callender was alive at that time because he himself put 
* through the telephone call to Callender’s room, heard 
Callender say hello, and then turned the phone over to 
the fan-dancer. 

“She had motive to burn. She was trying to protect 
her brother. The police have located the brother. He’s a 
fi sap. He gave them a signed statement. He’s just one of 
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those things and he sobbed out his whole story to the 
police. He worked at one time for John Callender. He 
embezzled some money and he lorged two checks. Just 
a weak kid playing the races.” 

“I know that already,” Mason said. 

“Here’s what you don’t know. When Callender start- 

J 

ed to put the bite on I.ois the second time, Fenton got 
all hopped up on a couple of marijuana cigarettes and 
decided he’d get into Callender’s house and burglarize 
the safe and recover the evidence. He had the combina¬ 
tion to the safe, because he’d worked there. Young Fen¬ 
ton knew that he couldn’t get past the dogs and the 
watchman unless he resorted to some subterfuge, so he 
hit on the expedient of borrowing his sister’s horse and 
riding up to the ranch at night. Callender’s quite a 
horseman and he had a few guests there who do a bit of 
riding, so it wouldn’t attract any great amount of atten¬ 
tion if a man came riding up on horseback. Anyway, 
that’s what young Fenton thought.” 

“All right.” Mason said, “so he tried to steal the 

papers. I take it he didn’t do it? ’ 

“He didn’t do it. The watchman spotted him. veiled 
at him to stop, and took a shot at him. It was a (lose 
call. The shot grazed the horse’s back and lodged in 
the saddle.” 

“Fenton has confessed to all that?” 

“Wait a minute, vou haven’t heard anything yet.” 

“Go ahead.” 

“Then Fenton got in a panic. He was afraid to take 
the horse back to his sister’s place because he realized 
that bullet in the saddle constituted evidence, so he rode 
the horse in the other direction for a while, then turned 
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him loose and hitchhiked hack to Brawley.” 

“Nice smart boy, wasn’t lie?” 

“Oh, smart as hell.” 

“What’s the rest of it?” 

“Callender sent for Jasper Fenton to come to see him 
at the Richmell.” 

“What time?” 

“The kid was to he there promptly at two. He didn’t 
make it because he needed a few drinks first. lie showed 
up forty-five minutes late. He opened the door, saw Cal¬ 
lender s body on the floor and beat it. He was too scared 
to notify the officers until the next day. He’s a weak 
sister, a drip. Faulkner identifies him as the man who 

popped in to Callender’s room and then popped right 
out again.” 

“Could the kid have killed Callender, Paul?” 

“Hell, Perry, he wasn’t in there long enough. If we 
hadn’t had that operative watching the corridor, he 
would have been a cinch. The police would have pin¬ 
ned it on him and the kid never would have been able 
to talk his way out of it. But he wasn’t in there ten 
seconds altogether.” 

Mason said, “It doesn’t take long to stick a sword in 
a man.” 

“No, but it takes a while to find the weapon, if you 
haven’t got one. One thing is certain, he wasn’t carrying 
a Japanese sword with him and he couldn’t have gone 
into Callender’s room, walked past Callender, found a 
weapon which was lying opportunely near by, and push¬ 
ed it into Callender’s chest. It was Callender’s sword. 
Callender brought it with him when he came to the 
hotel.” 
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“So what do the police say?” 

• The obvious thing, Perry, it’s mathematical. Lois 
Fenton was trying to protect her brother. She had tried 
marrying Callender and living with him. She knew that 
wasn’t going to work. She’d rather do anything than go 
through with that again. All right, she goes to see Cal¬ 
lender. Callender has probably pulled all the old 
threats. He's going to prosecute first thing in the morn- 
in 0 , and all that sort oi stuff. But in the back of Lois 

iT § 

Fenton's mind an idea is germinating. When she was in 
the room she saw this Japanese sword of Callenders 

King on the table. She . . .” 

“Wait a minute,” Mason interrupted. “You’re sure 

it's Callender’s sword?” 

“It's Callender’s sword, lie brought it in with him 
liotn his ranch. A Japanese sword that he evidently in¬ 
tended to trade off, or have fixed, or something. Anyway, 
he brought it in from his ranch. The doorman remem¬ 
bers it. The bellboy who checked him in at the hotel 
remembers that lie had it when he came in. It \\as his 
sword. It was in his room lying on the table. 

“I low about vour shadowing jobs, did they lead any¬ 


where?" 

Drake said. “Nothing that’ll help. Sheldon left that 
rooming house, took a bus to San Diego and then char¬ 
tered a plane for Nogales. Mv man didn’t want to go to 
the expense of a plane so he phoned me and T got a man 
from Tucson to go on down and be there when the plane 
arrived. But Sheldon had taken a powder. When his 
c hartered plane stopped for gas he got out to wander 
around the airport. No one saw him after that. He left 
hb c oat and suitcase in the plane. Tt was. of course, repor- 



ted to the police and they’re hunting him.” 

“What about the girl, this Cherie Chi-Chi?” 

“She was a cinch. I got a man who picked up her trail 
just as she was leaving the building. She went to her 
apartment, stayed for a while, then to the office of Bar- 
low, the booking agent. Sergeant Dorset picked her up 
there and they went away fast, using the siren. My man 
couldn’t keep up so he quit. Apparently Dorset took her 
to the D.A., or to headquarters. She made her story 
stand up so they turned her loose—but she isn’t back at 
her apartment yet. I’m keeping it covered to pick her up 
when she comes back.” 

“All right,” Mason said, “it still isn’t open and shut 
against anybody.” 

“Oh yes, it is, Perry. Remember that when Lois Fen¬ 
ton came into the hotel at 2.23 the house dick stopped 
her. She told him she was going up to see Callender. He 
made her telephone Callender and get an okay. There 
you have it in a nutshell. Callender was alive at 2.23. He 
was dead at 2.44. There was only one person who was in 
the room between 2.23 and 2.44, and that was vour 
client, Lois Fenton, and she was in there long enough to 
have had an argument with him, to have picked up the 
sword and pushed it through his chest, and there you 
are.” 

“They’ve identified her?” Mason asked. 

Drake nodded. 

“They didn’t identify the other fan-dancer?” 

“Don’t be silly, Perry. Lieutenant Tragg is a damn 
smart cookie. I don’t know what happened when Ser¬ 
geant Dorset picked up this Cherie Chi-Chi. I don’t 
know what she told him, but I do know that the person 


that was identified by the witnesses was Lois Fenton. I 
do know that it’s Lois Fenton who is being charged 

with first-degree murder.” 

“Any fingerprints on the sword?” Mason asked. 
“No fingerprints on the sword. She had enough pres¬ 
ence of mind to wipe the hilt. I tell you, Perry, you ve 
got to take a plea. You can’t beat it. 

“How about Sheldon?” 

“Callender was alive after Sheldon left Callender’s 
room.” 


“How did Sheldon know he was dead when he put 
the no not imsicrb sign on the door?” 

“The murder must have been premeditated, Perry. 
Sheldon couldn’t have known it otherwise. He must 
have known Lois was planning to do it. There were no 
phone calls to or from his room after 1.30. The night 
su ite hboard operators swear to that. You going to plead 


her to second degree, Perry?” 

“Not unless she wants to plead,” Mason said grimly. 
“She’s my client now. Catching her escaping in my car 
ties me ri ( »lu in with her. I m stuck with her, but as long 

i I 

as she's my client I'll play it her way.” 

"Couldn't you tell Tragg she stole the car. Perry?” 
Mason laughed w ithout humor. After a moment Paul 
Drake said, "Yes, I see your point, Perry.” 

Mason got to his feet. "All right, I'm stuck with her. 

1 .et's <>o. Paul.” 
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Chapter Eighteen 


1 he courtroom was stilled with an electric tension. 
There was that degree of silence which made even the 
sound ol a cough seem magnified out of all proportion. 

Judge Donahue said, “Gentlemen, the defendant is in 
court. A jury has been selected and sworn to try the 
case. The District Attorney has made his opening state¬ 
ment to the jury. Does the defense wish to make its 
opening statement at this time?” 

Mason said, “No, Your Honor, we will reserve our 
opening statement until westart putting on our defense.” 

“Very well. The District Attorney will call his first 
witness.” 

“Doctor Jackson Lambert,” Burger announced. 

Doctor Lambert took the stand. 

Mason said, “Subject to the right of cross-examina- 
tion, we will stipulate to Doctor Lambert’s professional 
qualifications.” 

“Very well,” Burger said. “Doctor Lambert, did you 
perform a post-mortem upon the body of John Call¬ 
ender?” 

“I did. Yes, sir.” 

“At the time that you first saw that body, will you 
please explain the position and condition of the body 
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and what you observed, it anything?” 

“The body was lying partially on its right side, Doc¬ 
tor Lambert said. “A sword had been pushed entirely 
through the body of the decedent so that some four and 
a halAnches of the blade protruded on the other side of 
the body, that is, through the back. The blade had been 
driven in through the chest. I am talking now about 
what I discovered when I first saw the body. 

“Go on, Doctor.” 

‘ Subsequently, I performed a post-mortem upon the 
body. I determined that the cause of death was the blade 
which had been driven through the body. I fixed the 
time of death as approximately between 1.30 and 3.00 
o’clock on the morning of September seventeenth, de¬ 
termining the time of death from the tempeiature of 
the body, the temperature of the room, the lapse late of 

temperature, and several other factors.” 

“Now, Doctor, did you find any foreign substance in 

the body near the wound, or within the chest A\all? 

“I did.” 


“What?” 

“I found portions of a leather. Perhaps I may be pci- 
mitted to explain. A feather consists of various parts. 
There is a central shaft, the proximal part of which is 
hollow and which is termed the quill. I here are pro¬ 
cesses on each side of this quill which are called barbs. 
These barbs, in turn, have barbulcs, which in turn have 
barbiccls. Microscopically these have hooks, which in 
turn interlock with other barbulcs and barbicels so as 


to give the feather a certain cohesive integrity. 

“Now then, in the post-mortem I found portions of 
the barbs of two ostrich plumes, together with frag- 
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mentary barbulcs and barbicels, sullicient in (quantity 
to be identified as portions of an ostrich plume.” 

“You have tliose particles with you, Doctor?” 

“1 have, yes, sir.” 

“How did you preserve them, Doctor?” 

“In a test tube, floating in alcohol.” 

1 he Doctor took a small glass tube from his pocket 
and handed it to the district attorney. 

“And these are the leathers, or the portions ol the 
leather, which you recovered from the body ol the de¬ 
cedent?” 

“That is right.” 

“We request that this be introduced in evidence as 
People’s Exhibit Number 1,” Burger asked. 

“Any objection?” Judge Donahue asked Mason. 

“No objection, Your Honor.” 

“Anything else that you noticed, Doctor?” • 

“The hands of the decedent,” the doctor said, “were 
clutched about the razor-keen blade of the sword. The 
edge had cut deep into the lingers of both hands. One 
eye was partially open; one was closed. The body was 
fully clothed. There had been some rather extensive ex¬ 
ternal hemorrhage through the back and there had been 
a very extensive internal hemorrhage.” 

“Death was instantaneous?” 

“Practically instantaneous.” 

You may inquire,” Burger said. 

Mason shook his head with an appearance of the 
greatest indifference. “No questions,” he said. “I think 
the Doctor’s testimony undoubtedly covers the situa¬ 
tion as he saw it.” 

Hamilton Burger was plainly surprised. “No cross 
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examination?” he asked. 

“No cross-examination,” Mason said, smiling, his tone 
indicating that after all the presence of the portions of 
an ostrich plume in the body was of no particular im¬ 
portance. 

“Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger said, “there is a por¬ 
tion of the proof which I would like to put on at this 
time so as to connect up this evidence of Doctor Lam¬ 
bert. I think perhaps that I will be departing from the 
conventional order of proof, and yet I wish to have this 
other evidence presented now because I wish to ask Doc¬ 
tor Lambert some more questions in connection with 
that evidence; therefore, 1 wish to go ahead with this 
phase of the case now.” 

“It’s your case,” Judge Donahue said. “Go ahead and 
put it on any way you wish. I don’t know as there is any 
rule of law concerning the order of proof, except that if 
objection is made it is necessary to prove the corpus 
dclccti before other aspects of the case can be intro¬ 
duced, and even in such case, in the absence of objec¬ 
tion, proof c an be rec eived and connected up. later. 

“Very well. I wi.yh to call Freeman Gurley.” 

Freeman Guriev, attired in overalls and jumper, 
walked to the witness stand with the long, easy stride of 

an outdoor man. 

Gurley quickly answered the usual preliminary ques¬ 
tions as to his name, occupation and residence. FIc was, 
he explained, somewhat unnecessarily in view of his 

wearing apparel, a farmer. 

“Now then,” Hamilton Burger went on, triumphant¬ 
ly, “have you ever seen this defendant before, the young 
woman sitting there just in back of her counsel and to 
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the right of the deputy sheriff?’’ 
“Yes, sir, I saw her before.” 
“When?” 


“On the morning of September seventeenth.” 

“Where was she?” 

“Site was at the southeast end of my ranch.” 

/ 

“Now, I would like to identify your ranch a little 
more closely. I have here a map which I will authenti¬ 
cate later, but in the meantime simply as a diagram, I 
wish to ask you certain questions about it.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Burger unrolled a map. 

“Do you recognize the lines on this map; that is, do 
you recognize what it purports to show?” 

Yes, sir.” 

What does it show?” 

It shows the general location of my ranch. The house 
is marked on the map, and the road and fence are mark¬ 
ed, and the position of the barn is marked; also the 
shade trees and the position of a corral near the barn.” 

“And this purports to show the ranch on which you 
were living on the morning of September seventeenth?” 

“That’s right.” 

“And does this map appear to be correct?” 

“It does. Yes, sir.” 


i i 


i i 


i i 


“Now you say you saw the defendant at the time men¬ 
tioned?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What did she do?” 

“She drove along this road in a car.” 

“Let’s have the map hung on the blackboard,” Hamil¬ 
ton Burger said, “and you can step over to it and iden- 
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tify the places on the map as you talk. Now just go . 
ahead.” 

The map was hung up and Gurley said, She stopped 

her car right about here.’ 

“All right, just indicate that point on the map. 

“She got out and looked around and then she opened 
the door on the left-hand side of the car and took out a 

shovel.” 

“And then what did she do?” 

“Then she took something else out of the car. I 
couldn’t see what it was. It was some sort of a black ob¬ 
ject, some sort of a case.” 

“About the size and shape of a violin case? ’ Burger 
asked. 

“Objected to as leading and suggestive. If the Court 
please, let this witness tell what he saw, not what the 
District Attorney would like to have had him see. 

“Objection is sustained,” Judge Donahue said, and 
the Court will call attention of counsel to the fact that 
the vice of a leading question consists in having asked it. 
Sustaining an objection to a leading question really does 
no good, because the idea has already been implanted 
in the mind of the witness. Counsel will please refrain 
from asking leading questions except on cross-examina¬ 
tion, or at such time as leading questions are permitted. 
Now proceed with the examination, Mr. Burger.” 

‘Tm sorry, Your Honor,” Burger said. “Can you 
describe this black object, Mr. Curley?” 

‘Well, it was sort of a case of some sort. Something 
like a gun case, only it wasn’t. It was black and different 
shaped from a gun case.” 

“Very well. What happened?” 
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“This young woman put these things over the fence 
and then—and then, well she just pulled her skirts—way 
up.” 

“And what did site do then?’’ 

“She climbed up over the barbed-wire fence.’’ 

“What do you mean when you sav she climbed the 
fence?’’ 

“She put one of her hands on the top of a wooden post 
and climbed up the strands of barbed wire just like it 
was a ladder. Then when she got to the top she put one 
foot on the top strand of barbed wire and vaulted over 
to the ground on the other side.’’ 

“Then what did she do?” 

“Then she picked up this case and the shovel, she 
went over and dug a hole, took something out of the 

o *• 

case, put it in the hole, covered it up and then went 
back to the car.” 

“Then what?” 

“She put the shovel and the case in the car, got in the 
car and drove away.” 

“And what did you do?” 

J 

“I waited until she had gone and then I went down to 
the place where she had been digging and dug up what 
she had buried.” 

“And what did you find?” 

“An ostrich-plume fan that had been soaked in blood 
and . . 

“Just a minute, just a minute,” Hamilton Burger said. 
“Don’t testify as an expert, Mr. Gurley. You don’t know 
that the fan had been soaked in blood. That’s a matter 
for the doctors to testify to. Just tell us what you found ” 

“Well, I found a fan.” 
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“And what did you do with it?” 

“I rang up the sheriff’s office and told them what I 
had found, and the sheriff came out with some man and 
picked up the fan.” 

“That man was Lieutenant Tragg, of the metropoli¬ 
tan Homicide Squad?” 

“I believe it was, yes, sir. He was introduced to me as 
Lieutenant Tragg.” 

“Would you know that fan if you saw it again?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Did you do anything to this fan before you turned 
it over to Lieutenant Tragg and the sheriff?” 

“Do anything to it? No.” 

“I mean, did you do anything so you could identify 
it?” 

“Oh yes, at the suggestion of Lieutenant Tragg I 
wrote my initials on it.” 

With something of a flourish, Hamilton Burger 
reached under the counsel table, took out a long suit¬ 
case, opened it, took out a fan and handed it to the wit¬ 
ness. “Have you ever seen this fan before?” 

“Yes, sir, that is the fan I dug up. My initials are on 

it.” 

Burger said, “Your Honor, I will connect this fan up 
later. At the moment 1 wish it marked for identification 

as People's Exhibit Number 2.” 

He turned to Perry Mason and snapped, “Cross-ex¬ 
amine!” 

Mason walked over to the map, said, “Let me get the 
scale of this map. Oh yes-now let's see . . . Let’s 
measure this ... Oh yes, it seems to be some one thou¬ 
sand feet from your house to this place where the fan 
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was buried. Is that right?” 

“About three hundred yards, I would say.” 

“And do you mean to say that you recognized this 
defendant from a distance of three hundred yards?” 

Hamilton Burger turned to the jury and let the jurors 
see the broad, triumphant grin which now suffused his 

countenance. 

“Yes, sir,” the witness said. 

“Are your eyes any better than the average?” Mason 
asked. “Do you have better vision, better eyesight?” 
“I don’t think so. No.” 

“Then how did you recognize the defendant at that 
distance?” 


“With the aid of a pair of seven-power binoculars,” 
the witness said. 

Hamilton Burger threw back his head and chuckled 
audibly. 

Mason showed no discomfiture. “Exactly,” he said, as 
though he had been expecting such an answer. “You 
had binoculars. Now this episode took place early in 
the morning?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“The sun was up?” 

“Well, the sun was just . . . Well, I won’t say that 
the sun was up.” 

“It may have been before sunup?” 

“Yes.” 


“And the magnification of the binoculars was seven 
power?” 

“That’s right. Seven by fifties they were. The way I 
figure that out, that gives me a magnification of seven 
diameters. We’ll say that it’s a thousand feet in round 
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figures. That gives me the same kind of view that I d 
have at about a hundred and forty-some feet." 

“Provided the conditions of visibility were perfect 
and not taking into consideration the amount of light 
which is absorbed by the binocular lenses themselves," 
Mason pointed out. 

“Well anyway, I could see her plain enough to recog¬ 
nize her. I saw her just as plain as day." 

“And you watched her burying the fan?" 

“That’s right." 

Burger’s grin was visible now to those in the court¬ 
house as he swung about in his swivel-chair, quite evi¬ 
dently enjoying this cross-examination. 

“You were up, getting ready to do your farm work? 

Mason asked. 

I hat s right. 

“And where were you, in the kitchen or in the . . . 

/ 

“In the kitchen." 

“You’d finished breakfast or were just eating 

breakfast?" 

“Just finishing up." 

“You’re a married man?" 

“Yes. sir." 

“And your wife was there in the kitchen?" 

“Yes, sir." 

“Now do you want this jury to understand," Mason 
asked, accusingly, “that during all of this time when you 
were looking at these goings on through the binoculars, 
your wife didn’t ask to take the binoculars or that you 
were so selfish you didn’t let her see anything of what 
was going on?" 

“Well . . •" The witness hesitated. “Yes. she had them 
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part of the time.” 

‘‘How much of the time?” 

Well, she took them alter we saw the girl get over the 
fence.” 

Oh yes, Mason said, ‘and did she give them hack to 
you?” 

“Yes.” 

“When?” 

“After a few seconds.” 


“You saw the girl get over the fence?” 

“That’s right.” 

“And then your wife took the binoculars?” 

Yes, sir.” 

And who had the binoculars while the girl was di 
ging the hole?” 


4 4 


« 4 
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“The wife did.” 

"Who had the binoculars while the 
the case?” 

“The wife did.” 


girl was opening 


“Who had the binoculars while the girl was putting 
something which she took out of the black case into the 
hole she had dug?” 

“The missus.” 


“Who had the binoculars while the girl was covering 
up the hole?” 

“The missus.” 

“Who had the binoculars when the girl started to- 
ward the fence?” 

“I did.” 

“Who had the binoculars when the girl pulled up her 
skirts and got over the fence the second time?” 

“The wife.” 
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“Who had the binoculars when the girl got in the car 
and drove away?” 

“I did.” , , . , 

“Then how,” Mason said, “can you tell what the girl 
was doing while she was putting something in this hole? 
How can you tell where she got the thing that she took 

from the black case ... . 

“All the time the wife had the binoculars she kept on 

telling me what she was seeing through them. 

“So what you are now testifying to is predicated on 

what your wife told you?” 

“Sure.” 

There was no longer any smile on Hamilton Bul¬ 
ger’s face. # 

“I move to strike out all parts of this witness s testi- 

mony relating to the young woman taking an object 
front the case and putting it in the hole that had been 
dug in the ground, because it now appears that evidence 

is hearsay,” Mason said. 

Judge Donahue pursed his lips. “I m afraid the 
Court is going to have to grant the motion, Mr. Burger. 
“Just a moment,” Burger said desperately. “May I ask 

a few questions on redirect examination? 

“In order to try and clarify the situation as it now 


exists?” 

“Yes, Your Honor.” 

“Apparently, Mr. Burger,” Judge Donahue said, the 
motion of the defendant as the evidence now stands is 
we ll taken. The portions of the testimony that counsel 
lias moved to strike out are plainly hearsay testimony. 
That motion will be granted. Now you have the right, 
on redirect examination, to bring out any additional 
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facts you can or facts by way of explanation.” 

Very well, Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger said, 
savagely, making no attempt to conceal his displeasure 
at the turn of events. “Mr. Gurley, all the time that your 
wife had the binoculars, what were you doing?” 

. / o 

1 was standing right beside her, listening to what she 
said.” 

Never mind anything about listening to your wife,” 
Burger snapped. “ Fell me where you were standing.” 

“Right behind her.” 

“And she was at a window?” 

“Yes.” 

Then you could look through the window and see 
what was taking place?” 

“Yes.” 

Then you, yourself, saw this young woman . . .” 

Just a moment,” Mason interrupted. “We re getting 
into leading questions again.” 

That s right,” Judge Donahue said. “I feel that it 
would be very prejudicial to have counsel lead the wit¬ 
ness at this point.” 

All right,” Burger snapped, “what did you do?” 

I looked out of the window.” 

“What did you see?” 

“I saw what was going on.” 

Then you weren’t testifying to hearsay evidence at 
all, Burger said. “You were testifying to what you saw, 
is that right?” 

"That’s right.” 

"Then you saw her . . .” 

"Kindly don’t lead the witness,” Judge Donahue said 

curtly. 


< t 
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“Well, what did you see?” 

“Well, I saw her do everything I've described.” 

“Now cross-examine again, if you wish,” Burger shot 

out at Mason. 

“You were standing behind your wife?” Mason asked. 

“That’s right.” 

“Looking over your wife's head?” 

“Yes.” 

Mason said, “Now at those times when you did not 
have the binoculars, you were watching this young 
woman do certain things at a distance of something over 

a thousand feet.” 

“Well, I put it around nine hundred leet, around 
three hundred yards.” 

“Let’s scale it on the map and find out how far it is, 
Mason said. 

He took a rule from his pocket, scaled off the distance 
and said. I make it one thousand and forty-two feet.” 

“I didn’t think it was that far.” 

“The map says it’s that far,” Mason said, and )OU \ e 
already testified the map is correct. I take it that the map 
is correct. Let’s assume that it was one thousand and 
forty-two feet, at any rate, over a thousand feet. Now 
vou were looking at what was going on before daylight 
at a distance of over one thousand feet?” 

“Yes.” 

“Now,” Mason said, “when your wife was looking 
through the binoculars, she had raised the window r ? 

“She didn’t raise the window, I did.” 

“Exactly,” Mason said. “In using binoculars, you get 
a distorted view r if vou look through plain w T indow r glass, 
do vou not?” 
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\cs. And the glass was pretty dusty. We'd had rain 
and wind and the missus hadn’t got around to washing 
windows." 

So you raised the lower pane of the window?" 

"That’s right." 

And when you were looking over your wife’s shoul¬ 
ders you were considerably higher than she was?’’ Mason 
asked. 


"Yes." 

"And your wile was sitting in a chair by the open 

window?" 

“That’s right." 

Steadying the binoculars by resting her elbows on 
the window sill?" 

"Yes." 

I hen you must have been looking out through the 
upper part of the window." 

"I was." 

But if you had raised the window," Mason said, 

then the lower part of the window was raised so that it 

was adjacent to the upper part of the window, so that 

you were then looking through two thicknesses of win¬ 
dow glass." 


“Yes, I guess I was." 

And do you want the jury to understand that you 
now claim that you could identify this defendant and 
follow her every move while you were watching her 
through two thicknesses of dirty, dusty windowpane 
glass before it was broad daylight at a distance of one 
thousand and forty-two feet?" 

The witness squirmed. "Well, I had already seen her 
through the binoculars." 
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“That's right, but as far as the rest of it is concerned, 
you don’t know who it was who was out there, do you.-' 
“Well, it must have been the same person that I saw 

through the binoculars. 

“But you can’t swear that it was the same person. 
“Well, no, I can’t swear to it.” 

“That’s all,” Mason said. 

“But you do know that it must have been the same 

j 

person,” Burger shouted. 

“Tut, tut,” Mason said. “There we go with those lead¬ 


ing questions again.” . 

“Well, it’s a foregone conclusion,” Burger said, irri¬ 
tably. “The witness knows no one else took her place 
and . . . It's purely a mathematical conclusion, Your 

Honor.” 

“Let it stay a mathematical conclusion then, Judge 
Donahue said. “You’re coming dangerously close to the 

border line, Counselor.” 

“Yes, Your Honor. I’m sorry.” 

“Try and be more careful. Call your next witness. 
“I want Doctor Jackson Lambert to take the stand 
again for a few questions,” Burger said, his face still 


flushed with anger. 

Doctor Lambert returned to the stand. 

“Calling your attention to this fan which has been 
identified by the witness Gurley, whose testimony I take 

J 


it you heard, Doctor?” 

a-% r • ’ * 

Yes, sn*. 

“I ask you if you have previously seen this fan. 
“I have, yes, sir.” 

“And you made some study of it?” 

“I have, yes, sir.” 
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What sort of a study?” 

“A microscopic examination of the feathers and all of 

the various parts. A chemical examination for human 
bloodstains.” 

Now, Doctor, I want you to hold the fan partially 
open and in front of you, so that it screens your eyes. 
Now, Doctor, when you have done this, near the base of 
the fan do you observe any distinguishing mark?” 

“I do, yes, sir.” 

‘‘What is that mark?” 

There is a wedge-shaped cut in one of the quills.” 

Is that cut such as would have been made in the 
event a sharp sword of the dimensions of the sword 
which you found in the body of the decedent had been 
thrust through the fan at that point?” 

Objected to, Mason said, “on the ground that the 
question is argumentative, that it calls for a conclusion 
of the witness upon a subject which is not proper medi¬ 
cal examination, or properly the subject for an expert 
witness. It is one of the questions which the jurors will 
be called on to decide after the evidence is in. It is 
an attempt to interpret evidence rather than to reach a 
subject within the legitimate province of expert or 
medical opinion.” 

Sustained,” Judge Donahue said. 

Very well,” Burger said with some exasperation. “I 
will now call your attention, Doctor, to the feathery pro¬ 
jections coming out from this quill, and I will ask you if 
you have made a microscopic examination of the bits of 
feather in the test tube which has been introduced as. 
People’s Exhibit Number 1, and the corresponding por¬ 
tions of feather which are adjacent to this V-shaped cut 
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in the quill." 

“I have, yes, sir." 

“What did you find?" 

“I found that so far as could be ascertained, they were 
absolutely identical in color, context and composition." 
“What are the slightly reddish brown stains on this 

fan, Doctor?" 

“Those arc blood stains. 

“What sort of blood, Doctor?" 

“Human blood." 

“Cross-examine," Burger snapped at Mason. 

• You say that the bits of leather which you recovered 
from the body of the decedent were exactly the same in 
three particulars, Doctor?” 


“That’s right." 

“What were those particulars?" 

“Color, context and composition." 

“That sounds rather formidable, Doctor, Mason ob¬ 
served conversationally. “Now as to color, the color, I 

believe, is white." 

“That’s right." 

“Did you ever sec an ostrich-plume fan used by a 
fan-dancer which wasn’t white?" 

“Well, no." 

“All right," Mason said. “Then, so far as color is con¬ 
cerned, the color was exactly the same as that of every 
other fan you have ever seen used by any fan-dancer. Is 

that correct?" 

“That’s right, I guess." 

“Now as far as context is concerned, what do you 
mean by that?" 

“Well, I mean it was of the same substance as this 
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leather on this fan.” 

"And, by the same sign, the same context as any other 
ostrich plume. You didn't try to differentiate between 
ostrich plumes, did you?" 


' Did you compare these bits of 
recovered from the wound, with 
plume?” 

• * X Y • * . 

•No, sir. 


leather, which you 

4 

any other ostrich 

4 


Only with ostrich plumes from this 
‘‘That’s right.” 



So in short, Doctor, while your testimony on these 
tlnee particulars sounds rather convincing when you use 
the technical terms, the fact remains that what you 
mean is that this ian is composed of ostrich feathers; 
that the bits of feather you found in the body of the 
decedent came, in your opinion, from an ostrich plume, 
and that’s all you know, is that right?” 

“Well . . . well, if you want to put it that way, 1 
guess that’s about the size of it.” 


“In other words, for all you know those bits of feather 
could have come from any other ostrich plume in the 
world?” 


“Well, of course, there’s this cut in the quill of this 
tan which could have been made . . 

Could have been made by any kind of knife at anv 
time, isn’t that right, Doctor?” 

Well, it was made by a sharp knife and the indica¬ 
tions are that it was a blade that tapered at a certain 
angle.” 

You don’t know with what type of blade that was 
made?” 
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“Well, of course you can guess . . . 

“Exactly, Doctor, and we don’t want guesswork. We 
want facts. There’s only a cut in that quill. It isn’t a 
section that has been removed, therefore you have no 
way of knowing the exact slope of the sides of the blade. 

"Well, I guess not." 

"Therefore, that cut could have been made by any 


knife?” 

"Well-well, yes, I guess so.” 

"There's nothing to indicate the time at which the 

cut was made?" 

"No, sir.” 

"So this cut could have been made at any time by an\ 

knife?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

"And the bits of feather which you found in the body 
of the decedent could have come from any ostrich 

plume. Is that light?” 

"Put it that way if you want to." 

"I’ve already put it that way. Answer the question. Is 

that right?” 

"Yes. that's right," the Doctor said, thoroughly ex¬ 


asperated. 

"And that’s all,’ 
And it was signi 


Mason said, smiling at the jury, 
ficant that two or three of the jurors 


unashamedly smiled back. 

Quite apparently Hamilton Burger had intended to 
build up his case in such a way that the jurors would be 
prejudiced against the defendant right at the start o the 
case. Now that this attempt had failed to accomplish 1 s 
purpose, the District Attorney fell back upon the rou¬ 
tine procedure. He proved the identity of the dead 
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body, lie introduced photographs showing the body as 
it had been found in the hotel room. Then, once more, 
he built to a dramatic climax as the clock showed it was 
approaching the hour of adjournment. 

“Call Samuel Meeker,” he said. 

Samuel Meeker took the stand, gave his full name, his 
age, residence, and his occupation as being that of a 
hotel employee. 

“In what capacity are you employed by the hotel?” 
the District Attorney asked. 

“House detective, sir.” 

“What hotel?” 

“The Richmell Hotel.” 

“I hat was the hotel where the body of John Callen¬ 
der was found?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Now were you so employed as house detective on 
September the sixteenth and September seventeenth?” 

“I was, yes, sir.” 

“Directing your attention particularly to events 
which transpired early in the morning of the seven¬ 
teenth. Can you tell us anything of what happened?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What happened?” 

“Well, at twenty minutes past two in the morning this 
young woman appeared in the lobby of the hotel.” 

“Now when you say ‘this young woman’ who do you 
mean?” 

“The young woman sitting there.” 

“You are pointing at thedefendant, Lois Fenton?” 

“That’s right. Yes, sir.” 

“Then she is the one you mean when you sav that this 
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young woman appeared in the lobby of the hotel ? 

‘"res, sir, thats right.” , 

“And what did she do?” 

‘She started toward the elevators. 

KnTld her « ,he had a rood, In .he 

hotel and she said she didn't, but that she wanted to see 
someone who did have a room in the hotel. In view of 
the fact that it was an exceedingly late and unusual h °“ 
for a woman to be paying a call on any person who had 
a room in the hotel, I insisted that she tell me the name 

of the party.” 

“Did she?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And what did she say?” 

“She said it was John Callender. 

“And what did you do?” . , 

“I asked her if John Callender was expecting her, 
she sat he was, Jo then I insisted ^-t she accompany 
me over to the house telephones and I picked up 
receiver and asked for Mr. Callender s room. 

:.'r a Mr. Callender said „e„o, and ■ ^ 

mediately handed the telephone over to this youn 0 

,ad Now let's have one thing definitely understood/' 

Burger said. “Whenever you mention this young 

man,' to whom are you referring? 

“To the defendant, Lois Fenton, sitting there. 

“All right, you refer to the defendant here, Lois Fen- 

I » • 

ton. 

“That’s right.” 
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“Now, you handed her the receiver as soon as you 
heard John Callender answer the phone?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And what happened?” 

“Well, of course I could hear only one end of the 
conversation.” 

“I understand. Go on.” 

“Well, this young woman, that is Lois Fenton, the de¬ 
fendant there, said that she was in the lobby, that she 
had been having some trouble with a house detective 
who had stopped her and wanted to be sure that she had 
an appointment; that the house detective had been the 
one who had placed the call, and that she would be 
right up.” 

“You didn’t hear what reply Callender made to that?” 

“No. I just heard her make the statement that she’d be 
right up. Then she hung up the phone. Apparently it 
was all right. However, as far as I was concerned, she 
had been announced and that was all I cared about. 
You understand, Mr. Callender was sort of a privileged 
person around the hotel; that is, he could do things that 
transient tenants couldn’t. You see, in a hotel of that 
sort we’re anxious to make the guests comfortable, but 
we also want to be sure that there is nothing offensive 
to the other guests, particularly noisy parties and things 
like that. Well, Mr. Callender was always a very fine 
tenant as far as things of that sort were concerned. He 
was quite a nighthawk and would do business until late 
at night, having people come in to see him at all hours. 
Sometimes at two and three o’clock in the morning, 
sometimes even later, but he was always very discreet 
and never made any racket, and we never had any com- 
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plaints.” 

“I gather that Mr. Callender kept a room there per¬ 
manently?” 

“Yes, sir. That’s right.” 

“Now the defendant hung up the telephone and then 
what did she do?” 

“Walked to the elevators and went up to the nrtn 
floor.” 

“How do you know it was the fifth floor? 

“I watched the indicator to make certain that was 

where she got off.” 

“Was she carrying anything in her hand?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What?” 

“A black violin case.” 

“Did it seem to be heavy or light—from the way she 
she was carrying it?” 

“Objected to,” Mason said. “The question, if Your 
Honor please, calls for a conclusion of the witness and 

opinion evidence.” 

“Objection sustained.” 

“Do you know when she came down? 

“Yes.” 

“When?” - , . 

“At a little after 2.33. I happened to look at the clock 

as she came out.” . . 

“Now, did you have any unusual experiences on the 

fifth floor of that hotel during the early hours of the 

morning of September seventeenth? 

“Yes, sir, I did.” 

“What happened?” , 

“Around thirty-five minutes past two o’clock in the 
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morning I went up to the fifth floor.” 

“Then that must have been within a minute or two 
after the defendant left?” 

“It was, yes, sir.” 

“You went up to the fifth floor. For what purpose?” 

“Objected to as incompetent, irrelevant and imma¬ 
terial,” Mason said. 

“Sustained.” 

“Well, you did go up to the fifth floor?" 

“Yes.” 

“And when you left the elevator,” Burger said, his 
manner showing his exasperation, “did you turn toward 
John Callender’s room or in the other direction?” 

“I turned toward John Callender’s room.” 

“And where did you go?” 

“I didn’t go only a few steps. I happened to notice 
that the door of the mop closet was partially ajar. I 
opened it and found a Mr. Faulkner in there. Mr. 
Faulkner told me that he was a . . .” 

“Never mind what Mr. Faulkner told you. I just 
want to show by you that you found Mr. Faulkner there 
in the closet at that time.” 

“That’s right, I did.” 

“Now, then, at any time during the morning did you 
change places with Mr. Faulkner; that is, did you enter 
the mop closet?” 

“I did. Yes, sir.” 

“When was that?” 

“That was at approximately three minutes past three 
o’clock in the morning.” 

“Why did you do that?” 

“I did it to watch the corridor.” 
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“Why were you watching the corridor? 

“Mr. Faulkner had been watching the corridor. 
“Never mind about Mr. Faulkner. I’m asking you 

what you did.” . 

“Yes, sir. At approximately three minutes past three 

o’clock in the morning, or perhaps four minutes past 

three o’clock in the morning, by the time I actually got 

off the elevator, I went up and took my place in the mop 

closet and started watching the corridor. 

“What part of the corridor?” 

“The corridor on the fifth floor which led to the 

room occupied by John Callender. 

“Did you see anything? That is, did you see anyone 
go into or leave the room occupied by John Callender? 

“No, sir, I did not.” 

“You may cross-examine,” Burger said. 

“Are you absolutely positive that the woman you saw 
there in the lobby was this defendant?” Mason asked on 

cross-examination. 

“Yes, sir. I am.” . 

“You identified her at the police station? 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Where was she?” 

“She was marched into what is known as a shadow 
box, with some five or six other women, all of them 
about the same age and about the same size and build. 
“And you identified her?” 

“Yes, sir, I identified her positively and absolutely at 
that time.” 

“And you have seen her since?” 

“Several times, yes, sir.” 

“You’ve talked with her?” 
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“Yes, sir.” 

“You had never seen this young woman before that 
time she appeared in the lobby of the Richmell Hotel 
on the morning of the seventeenth?” 

“Not to the best of my knowledge, no, sir.” 

“And you didn’t see her again until after she was in 
police custody?” 

“I saw her when she went out of the hotel.” 


“I understand. You saw her come in and you saw her 
go out, but you didn’t see her again after that until you 
were called upon to identify her in that shadow box, is 
that right?” 

“That’s right.” 

‘‘When was this?” 

“On the eighteenth. The day after the murder.” 

“And you identified the defendant?” 

“I did. Yes, sir.” 

“You’re absolutely positive that there can be no mis¬ 
take in your identification?” 

“Positive, yes, sir.” 

“You wear glasses?” 

“I do. Yes, sir.” 

“You had those glasses on on the morning of the sev¬ 
enteenth?” 

“I did, yes, sir.” 

“And again on the eighteenth when you identified 
the defendant?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“No further cross-examination,” Mason said. 

“No further direct. That’s all, Mr. Meeker,” Burger 
said. “If the Court please, I believe I have time for one 
more witness. At least I can start with him.” 
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“Very well, go ahead. We’ll work right on until five 
o’clock," Judge Donahue said. 

“Call Frank Faulkner," Burger snapped. 

Frank Faulkner came forward, was sworn, testified to 
his name and to his occupation, the fact that he was ac¬ 
quainted with Perry Mason, that he was employed by 
the Drake Detective Agency and that early on the morn¬ 
ing of the seventeenth he had been instructed to proceed 
to the Richmell Hotel and establish himself in a posi¬ 
tion where he could observe the corridor; that he had 
arrived at the hotel on the morning of the seventeenth at 
approximately twenty minutes past two; that he had 
taken up his position in themopclosetand had no sooner 
established himself there when he saw a man emerge 
from room 511, which was occupied by John Callender, 
and rush across the hall to enter the room numbered 510, 
that being the room directly opposite; that at approxi¬ 
mately two twenty-two and a half the defendant, Lois 
Fenton, had left the elevator, walked down the hall and 
gone into room 511; that she had been in there for just 
a little over nine minutes, leaving the room at 2.33, and 
getting in the elevator a few seconds later; that at 2.44 
a man whom he did not know at the time, but whom he 
subsequently had learned was Jasper Fenton, left the 
elevator, entered room 511 and came out almost imme¬ 
diately, hurried back down the corridor to the elevator 
and went out; that at two minutes past three Arthur 
Sheldon, the occupant of room 510, had checked out 
and had gone down to the lobby; that pursuant to ar¬ 
rangements the witness had made with the house detec¬ 
tive 0 as soon as Arthur Sheldon checked out, the house 
detective came up to relieve the witness and the witness 
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went down to the desk where lie was able to secure room 
510; that thereafter he returned to room 510 and from 
that point of vantage kept watch on the room across the 
corridor; that no person went into that room or left that 
room until after he had been joined by another opera¬ 
tive, at which time he had lain down on the bed. 

He looked at Mason meaningly as he made this last 
statement, apparently trying to indicate to the lawyer 
that he had deliberately refrained from telling the po¬ 
lice anything about Mason’s visit to the room where the 
body had been found. The witness then went on to state 
that at about 5.30 a.m. Harvey Julian, the other detec¬ 
tive in the employ of the Drake Detective Agency, had 
come to relieve him. 

“And you are positive that the person whom you saw 
leaving the elevator at approximately two twenty-two 
and a half and going down to John Callender’s room was 
this defendant, Lois Fenton?’’ Hamilton Burger asked. 

“I am, yes, sir.” 

“And how about the person who subsequent!v 
emerged from that room and went down the corridor 
toward the elevator?” 

“The same person.” 

“Was that person carrying anything?' 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What?” 

“A black violin case.” 

“At the time she walked down the corridor to the 
room?” 

nif. • o 

les, sir. 

“And at the time she came back?’’ 

tiff • i» 

Yes, sir. 
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“Cross-examine,” Burger said. 

“To the best of your knowledge, you had never seen 
the defendant before that time?” Mason asked. 

“That’s right, 1 had never seen her.” 

“You remember describing what had taken place to 

me in an oral report which you made?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“That was when the facts were more fresh in your 

mind?” f 

“They were fresh in my mind then, and they’re fresh 

in my mind now.” 

“But they were more fresh at that time?” 

“Perhaps. I suppose they must have been. Not that I 

can see it makes any difference.” 

“But they were?” 

“Well . . . yes, they were.” 

“All right. Now at that time when you described the 
person who walked down the corridor to me, didn t you 
say that the thing you mainly noticed about her was her 

legs?” 

“No, sir. I don’t think I did.” 

“Didn’t you say in describing her that she appeared 

to be two-thirds stockings?” 

“Well, I guess I did.” 

“And do you want this jury to understand that under 
those circumstances you weren't looking at her legs? 
Faulkner shifted his position, grinned, and said, 1 

looked her all over.” 

“When did you next see this defendant? 

“On the eighteenth when she walked into the shadow 

box.’’ 

“Who was present at that time?” 
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“Sergeant Dorset, another detective, and Sam Meeker, 
the house detective of the Richmell Hotel.” 

“Anyone else?” 

“No, sir, that’s all. There was a police officer who kept 
records, sitting over by the entrance to the shadow box.” 

“Just describe that shadow box, if you will, please.” 

“Well, it’s a brilliantly lighted stage, with lines ruled 
along the back of it, lines that enable you to tell a per¬ 
son’s height. There’s a line for five feet, and then there 
are lines for every inch above five feet up until six feet 
seven.” 

“And you say this is brilliantly lighted?” 

“That’s right.” 

“What else?” 


“There’s a curtain of white material, something like 
cheesecloth only it isn’t cheesecloth, that hangs down in 
front and that’s lighted. Then the room in which the 
officers sit is dark so that the person who is being identi¬ 
fied can’t tell who is out there on the other side of the 
curtain. The persons to be identified arc brought into 
the box and made to walk around a little bit and talk.” 

“What about?” 

“It doesn’t make any difference. Just talk so that the 
people who are watching can hear the sound of the voice 
and detect the mannerisms of speaking.” 

“And you saw the defendant in that box?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“On the eighteenth?” 

“That’s right.” 

“And identified her?” 

“Absolutely.” 

“And you say Samuel Meeker was there?” 
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"Yes, sir.” 

"He identified her?” 

‘ He did, both of us together identified her.” 

"Without any hesitancy?” 

“Without any hesitancy.” 

“You noticed the way she was dressed?" 

"Yes, sir.” 

"You knew that those were the same clothes the per¬ 
son whom you had seen in the hotel corridor early in 
the morning of the seventeenth was wearing? 

"That’s right. Yes, sir.” 

"The same legs?” Mason asked. 

The witness grinned. "The same legs." 

"You heard her voice?" 

"Well, now, wait a minute,” the witness said. "I heard 
her voice, but I don’t think that I heard it clearly the 
first time I saw her in the shadow box. 

"There was more than one occasion?" 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What was the occasion of having her return to the 


shadow box?” 

“There was some question in Sergeant Dorset s 
mind, I believe, about the way she acted. There was 


an argument ... ... 

‘ I object,” Hamilton burger said, "I’ve let this exam¬ 
ination ramble far afield, Your Honor, in the interest of 
saving time, but this witness certainly cannot testify as 
to what was in the mind of Sergeant Dorset. That is 
something Sergeant Dorset can testify to, if it is perti¬ 
nent. The witness cannot testify to it.” 

•That's right,” Judge Donahue said. “ The objection 
is sustained. It is. at best, a conclusion of the witness. 

A 
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“Sergeant Dorset himself told me . . 

“That makes no difference,” Judge Donahue said. 
“That’s only hearsay.” 

“Well,” Mason asked, “did you yourself notice any¬ 
thing?” 

“I noticed that the first time she entered the shadow 
box she hadn’t talked clearly. She’d been rather sullen 
and non-cooperative and kept her head down and Ser¬ 
geant Dorset didn’t like the appearance she’d made. He 
said that the officer who was on duty at the time . . . 
well, I guess I’m not allowed to testify to the things they 
said.” 

“There was an argument?” Mason asked. 

Til say there was, and finally the man in charge said 
to Sergeant Dorset ‘Well, if you think you can do it any 
better, suppose you try it,’ or something like that, and 
Dorset said by gosh he would, and then he had the girl 
brought back.” 

“You had been waiting in the shadow room all the 
time?” 

“No, no, we’d been out talking in the police station 
and then before we went home Dorset said he didn’t like 
the way the girl had been put in the shadow box and 
asked us to excuse him a while, and we sat there and 
waited for about fifteen or twenty minutes, or maybe 
a little longer, and then Dorset came back and said the 
more thought of it the less satisfied he became. Then 
he sent for the officer who had been in charge of the 
shadow box and they had quite an argument.” 

“All this, of course,” Hamilton Burger said, “is purely 
hearsay as to what Sergeant Dorset said. I objected to it 
before, but it seems it will take less time to let the wit- 
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ness get it out of his system.” 

“Do you wish to move to strike it out?” 

“I don't,” Burger said, “although it has no place clut¬ 
tering up the record. I just want the jury to realize it’s 

hearsay and utterly irrelevant.” 

“Move to strike it out and it’ll go out,” Judge Dona¬ 


hue said. 

“Oh, leave it in,” Burger said magnanimously, waving 
his hand as though he were perfectly willing to surren¬ 
der all technicalities in the interests of getting speedy 
justice and a fair verdict. 

Mason, interested, asked the witness, “Was there some 
bitterness between these police officers?” 

“There certainly was.” 

“Good Lord,” Hamilton Burger said, “this is so far 
afield it isn’t even connected by the most remote link of 

hearsay speculation.” „ , 

“It certainly is not proper cross-examination, Judge 
Donahue rebuked. “Counsel is entitled to show the cir¬ 
cumstances under which the identification took pkce, 
but irrelevant communications between police officers 
concerning the manner in which police procedure is 
carried out certainly can have no bearing on this case. 
However, gentlemen, I see that it has now reac re t te 
hour of five o'clock, which is the hour of the evening 
adjournment, and I'm going to remand thedefendant 
The jury will be in the custody of the sheriff. I take it 

arrangements have been made for hotel accommoda- 

tions, Sheriff?” 

“Yes, Your Honor.” 

“Very well,” the Court said, “I will swear you to 
faithfully keep the jury in your custody and charge. 
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Judge Donahue swore the sheriff, then turned to the 
jurors and said, “You jurors are particularly cautioned 
not to ionn or express any opinion as to the merits ot the 
controversy or the guilt or innocence of the defendant 
until all the evidence is before you. You are warned 
not to discuss this case among yourselves, or permit it to 
be discussed in your presence. You will not separate, nor 
permit yourselves to be addressed. You will be in the 
custody ot the sheriff. Every attempt will be made to 
make you comfortable, but until this case is finished you 
will of necessity be in the custody of the sheriff. Inas¬ 
much as any violation of my instructions would be rea¬ 
son for a mistrial which would be expensive to the state 
and might well jeopardize the rights of the parties, I am 
asking you to cooperate with me in order to see that 
nothing of this sort occurs. Court is adjourned until ten 
o’clock tomorrow morning.” 

Mason, leaving his seat at the defendant’s counsel 
table, walked rapidly up to the clerk’s desk. “Let me 
take a look at that fan, will you please?’’ 

He carefully examined the fan which had been intro¬ 
duced in evidence, then turned back to where Lois Fen¬ 
ton was standing by the side of the deputy. 

“Just a moment,” Mason said to the deputy. “I want 
to talk with my client for a moment, please.” 

He took Lois Fenton’s arm. escorted her over a few 
feet out of earshot, said in a low voice, “I notice that fan 
was made by a firm in St. Louis. Are all fans used by fan- 
dancers made there?” 

“No, I don’t think so. Why?” 

“Because,” Mason said, ‘‘I found two fans in an auto¬ 
mobile. I advertised them and Cherie Chi-Chi claimed 
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them. She described them perfectly and I turned them 
over to her. She ...” 

Lois Fenton became excited. "Was this fan one of 
them.” 

“I’m quite certain it was.” 

"It’s one of my fans. I’m very much attached to it. I 
have my initials stamped in gold on the bottom part. 

"I noticed,” Mason said. "I feel quite certain this is 
one of the fans I turned over to Cherie Chi-Chi only a 
few hours before the murder. How did you happen to 

lose it?” T i u a 

“I didn’t lose it. They were at the ranch. John had 

taken them for safekeeping. When I left, I tried to get 

the fans, and he wouldn’t give them to me, so I had to 

buy other fans. They weren’t what I wanted-and I ye 

always had a feeling that these fans brought me luck. 

That’s why John gave them to Irene. 

Mason said. "The thing becomes important, Lois, 
we can prove that this is one of the fans that was turn¬ 
ed over to Irene and that you didn’t see it again un- 

til * * 

Mason's voice trailed off into silence. 

“Yes?” she asked. 

Mason shook his head. “That story about how you 
came by the fan is too damn fantastic. It just doesn 


ring true. 


* • 


“But it's the truth, Mr. Mason. 

Mason said. “Well, truth or not, one things certain. 

It’s exceedingly important to show that this fan was not 
in your possession at the time the murder was commit- 
ted You hadn’t seen it from the time you left your hus¬ 
band until . ■ • Damn it, I wish there were some logical 
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way of accounting for the manner in which that fan 
came into your possession . . . and trying to bury it. 
That evidence hangs you. What about this shadow box 
business?" Mason asked. “Were you put in the shadow 
box twice?” 


“That's right. They put me in the box twice.’’ 

“And the second time was within half an hour of the 
first time?” 


“I would say just about half an hour. But they're 
wrong about saying that I was sulky. I wasn’t.” 

Mason said, “Well, the important thing is to find out 
why they put you back in the shadow box the second 
time. What the police argument was about. Of course, 

you couldn’t see anything on the other side of that cur- 

• •> 11 
tain/ 

“No. The lights are on that curtain so that it com¬ 
pletely dazzles your eyes. You can’t sec anything at all in 
the room outside. You get a faint suggestion of motion 
in the darkness; that is, you know that people are out 
there, but you can’t see them. You can’t tell how mans 
people or who they are, or anything about them.” 

“When did they put you in the shadow box, Lois/” 

“The first time was almost immediately after I d been 
arrested. They picked me up in—well you know, in your 
car.” 


Mason nodded. 

“And they rushed me up to the jail and then before 
they booked me or anything they rushed me into this 
shadow box. Then they took me out and fingerprinted 
me and all that stuff. I guess that’s what they call ‘book¬ 
ing a prisoner.’ ” 

Again Mason nodded. 



“And then they took me back to the shadow box the 
second time.” 

“It may have been someone’s idea that they didn t 
have any right to put you in the shadow box before you 
were booked,” Mason said, “I can't figure it However, 
it was just one of those things that happen. I d just like 

to know why it was done. 

“You don’t think it’s the reason that Sergeant Dorset 


“I don’t know,” Mason said. “The thing I do know is 

that burying that fan absolutely crucifies you. ^You’ve 

„ot to account for that or you're a gone goose. 

“I guess I’m a gone goose, then,” she said, attempting 

to smile. “I told you all about the fan. Arthur gave it to 


me.” . T • 

“You can’t make a jury believe that story, Lois 


“Why not?” .. , Vm 

“Because you can’t even make me believe it, an 


your lawyer. 
Without a 


word she turned away and said to the dep¬ 


uty, “I’m ready.” 
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Chapter Nineteen 


Mason, pacing the floor of his office with Paul Drake and 
Della Street watching him in silence, threw words out 
in jerky sentences, interspersed with periods of silence. 

“We’ve got to find this other fan-dancer. There’s 
something screwy about that whole business ... I he 
fan is one of those that I gave to Cherie Chi-Chi. 

Drake said, “Don’t butt your head against a brick 
wall, Perry. The fan does it. She’s hooked.” 

“I know she’s hooked, the way things are right now.” 

There was an interval of silence during which Mason 
slowly and thoughtfully paced back and forth. Then, at 
length he said, “Hang it, Paul, we’ve simply got to find 
Cherie Chi-Chi.” 

“We’re doing everything we can. She seems to have 
vanished absolutely,” Drake said. “I’ve had men work¬ 
ing until they’re ready to drop, but we can’t seem to get 
a single line. The woman simply disappeared.” 

“When?” 

“About twenty-four hours after Sergeant Holcomb 
picked her up and took her in for questioning. She came 
back to her apartment late on the afternoon of the eight¬ 
eenth. I had a man covering the place. She was in thcic 
about half an hour, then came out with a suitcase. A cab 
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picked her up. My man started to follow the cab and 
then ran into an unlucky break. A traffic cop picked him 
up for turning out into a lane of traffic without waiting 
for a break in the line. By the time he'd explained the 
cab was gone. My man wasted time trying to find her. 

I didn’t get his report until late.” 

Mason frowned. “Are you sure it was just an unlucky 

break, Paul?” . . , 

‘•You mean the cop might have been waiting so he 

could give this fan-dancer a getaway?” 

Mason nodded. 

“It’s a thought,” Drake admitted after a moment. I 
don’t see how it could really have been like that, but it s 

something to think over. 

“What happened at Barlow’s office, Paul? Did you ge 

a line on that?’ * 

Drake said, "Your trap worked like a charm, Perry. 

soon as you left Barlow’s office, they destroyed Lois 
Fenton's pictures and prepared to swear there never had 
been but one fan-dancer on their bookings and that was 
Irene When Dorset swooped down they thought le 
investigating the fraud angle. They told h.m Chene 
Chi Chi and Lois Fenton were one and the -me person, 
showed him pictures and called in Chene ChrCh. 

“Dorset took her along for questioning. However, lie 
evidently believed her story. He chdn t book her 

went after Lois. Irene simply vanished. 

Mason, who had paused momentarily, resumed In 

pacing of the floor. "We simply have to find that 

"°™Vhat would you do with her if you got her?” Drake 
asked. “She s hostile. 
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“It wouldn’t make any difference,” Mason said. “I’d 
put her on the stand and ask her a few questions.” 

“By the time you find her and get her on the stand,” 
Drake said grimly, “she won’t look any more like Lois 
Fenton than Della Street does. She’ll be wearing a de¬ 
mure long skirt and butter won’t melt in her mouth.” 

“That’ll suit me fine, Paul. I'll ask her where the 
clothes are that she was wearing on the date of the mur¬ 
der. I’ll ask her to describe them. And then I’ll ask her il 
they didn’t resemble the clothes the defendant is wear¬ 
ing. I’ll crucify her with that stuff, and then demand 
that she be attired in the clothes she wore on the day 
of the murder.” 

“Yes, I guess you can make quite a diversion there, 
Drake said, “but that’s all it’ll be. These witnesses have 
all identified Lois, and they sure as hell aren’t going to 
switch now.” 

Knuckles tapped on the door to Mason’s private office, 
at first tentatively, then, when there was no answer. 

j 

more imperatively. 

Mason glanced at Della Street, nodded. 

Della opened the door. A man’s voice said. “Hello, 
Miss Street.” 

“Why . . . Mr. Faulkner!” 

Drake came up out of his chair in a single quick mo¬ 
tion. “Hello, Frank. What the hell?” 

Faulkner said, “Excuse me lor interrupting, but I 
wanted to talk with you.” 

“Come on in,” Mason invited cordially. 

Faulkner entered the room. The door slowly closed 

behind him and clicked shut. 

Faulkner grinned somewhat sheepishly at Mason. I 



THE CASE OF THE 



suppose you think I’ve sold you out? 

“I appreciate your position, Faulkner.” 

“He understands,” Paul Drake said, hastily. “No one 
ran to the police and blabbed. The police ran to us.” 

Faulkner said, “I thought possibly I could make up 

for it in a way.” 

"How?” Mason asked. 

Faulkner walked over to one of the chairs, calmly sat 
down and crossed his legs. “Now you understand,” he 
said, “there’s nothing unethical about this, but I d just 
as soon no one knew where the information came from. 
The police have a legal right to tell a detective to kick 
through with information when a murder is involved 
and the detective is a witness, but on the other hand the 
police don’t have any right to insist that a detective sup¬ 
press information.” 

Mason nodded. 

“Well,” Faulkner went on, “I just thought that you 
want to know where this Cherie Chi-Chi is. The police 


have her.” 

“What!” Mason asked, incredulously. 
“That’s right, the police have her. 

“On what charge?” . . , 

‘Tin damned if I know, but I think it s 


some sort of a 


deal You mean she's remaining in confinement will¬ 
ingly?” 

"That’s my idea.” 

"W^ttEftLr said, "I’ve seen her, talked 

with her.” 

“When?” 
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“Two or three times.” 

“Who else has seen her and talked with her, do you 
know?” 

“Sam Meeker.” 

“What’s the idea?” Drake asked. 

“The idea’s plain enough,” Mason said, bitterly, and 
it's so damn simple I should have thought of it. I hat s 
one of Sergeant Holcomb’s smart tricks. I doubt ii Lieu- 
tenant Tragg would pull a stunt like that.” 

“Holcomb’s the one who’s engineering the tiling.” 

Faulkner said. 

“I still don’t get it,” Drake said. 

“Simple enough,” Mason said. “They figure that some¬ 
where along the line I may be able to get Gherie Chi-Chi 
into court. I might make some dramatic presentation 
that would confuse the witnesses. But ii the witnesses 
have previously been given an opportunity to become 
well acquainted with her, they won’t make ail) mistake. 
Not only are they acquainted now with Lois Fenton, but 
they’ve had an opportunity to see Cherie Chi-Chi. 1 he 
two girls are alike as two peas as lar as figure and build 
and complexion arc concerned, but their features aren t 
the same and there’s no particular resemblance thcie. 

Faulkner said, “Well, I thought Id let you know. It 
seemed to me that you had a break coming and I decided 
I could spill this information. I he police don t have any 
right to tell a man to keep something to himself. 
“How was Cherie Chi-Chi dressed when you saw heir' 

Anything like Lois Fenton?” 

“Not the first two times,” Faulkner said. I he last 

time she was.” 

“Can you tell us any more about that.-' Mason asked. 



the case of the 


212 

“Well," Faulkner said, "it’s like this. After we’d seen 
this girl and talked with her a couple of times, Sergeant 
Holcomb came to us and asked us if we thought we d be 
confused in the event we saw this person wearing the 
same clothes that Lois Fenton was wearing, or clothes 

which were exactly the same.” 

“What did you tell him?” 

“We both told him we didn't think there was a 
chance in the world." . . . , , 

“Sergeant Holcomb pointed out that the girl had the 
same build and the same general appearance; that if she 
were wearing the same clothes it might be that a wit¬ 
ness would make a mistake. 

“ So then what happened?" 

“He took us up to a room in the detention ward and 
this Cherie Chi-Chi walked around for us. He told her 
to walk like Loifj Fenton and damned if she didn't, but, 

of course, it wasn’t Lois.” 

-Now look here.” Mason said, “is there any chance 
that this Cherie Chi-Chi could have been the one you 

saw in the corridor?” , . , . 

Faulkner lit a cigarette. He said, "I’ve been thinking 

that over.” 

“I et’s think it over some more, Mason said. ^ 

“ \t first I’d have said one hundred per cent no 
Faulkner told him. “Their faces are a lot different bm 
their figures are about the same and they ve got the same 
general coloring. To tell you the truth. Mason, I 
well, I would say that the girl I saw in the corridor was 

L ° U I kir Mason said, “the way the build-up has been 
made, you’d naturally think that. You’ve had an oppor- 
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tunity to get familiar with Cherie Chi-Chi’s appearance 
when she wasn’t dressed at all like Lois V enton, so that 
when you saw her dressed as Lois 1*enton you weren t 
even confused.” 

“That’s the way Sam Meekei leels,” Faulkner ad- 
mitted, “but I keep thinking the thing over. If that 
Cherie Chi-Chi were brought into court-well, hang it. 

I could have made a mistake. I don t think I did, but I 

could have.” 

“W hen did you see her dressed in these clothes.*' 
“About half an hour after the court adjourned. Ser¬ 
geant Holcomb said that he thought the defense was lav¬ 
ing a trap for us; that you were considered pretty low 
when it came to taking a witness by surprise. Not so 
much by questions as by some dramatic means that 

would tend to confuse us.” 

“So you went up and saw Cherie Chi-Chi wearing 
these clothes that were identic al with those' worn b\ Lois 

Fenton?” 

“That’s right.” 

“What did you say?” 

“Well, at the time I told Holcomb I didn't think 
there was any chance I could have made a mistake, and 
Meeker said he knew damn well he hadn t made a mis¬ 
take, but—well, you get to thinking things over. 
“Anyone see you come here?” Mason asked. 

“You’re damned right they didn’t,” Faulkner said. I 
thought they might be having me tailed and I took care 

to see I wasn’t spotted.” 

"Okay,'' Mason said. "You’d belter gel out while tlu- 

coast is still clear. I want to think this ovei. 

“I'm on mv wav.” Faulkner said. “. • • vou II protect 


me in this thing, Mason?” 

“Sure thing.” 

Faulkner shook hands. 

When he had gone, Mason turned to Drake. Well, 
that’s a break! I’ll make a demand on the prosecution 

jo produce Cherie Chi-Chi. 

“When?” Drake asked. 

Mason said, “Court will convene at ten o’clock to¬ 
morrow morning and promptly at 10.01 a.m. you are 
going to see the damndest set of legal fireworks you ever 

witnessed.” 
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Chapter Twenty 


The bailiff announced that court had been called to 
order. Judge Donahue intoned the usual formula. Gen¬ 
tlemen, it is stipulated that the jury are all present and 
the defendant in court?’’ 

“So stipulated,” Mason said. 

“So stipulated,” Burger announced. 

Mason arose. “Your Honor, before we proceed with 
the trial of this case, I have a matter which I wish to call 
to the attention of the Court. It concerns a witness, a 
potential witness for the defense. We have been unable 
to find this witness no matter how we searched, and... 

“Give me the name of the witness,” Burger said. Tell 
we what you expect to prove by him and perhaps I will 

stipulate to it.” 

Mason said, “The name of the witness is Irene Kilby. 

She has, however, gone under the professional name of 
Cherie Chi-Chi and more lately has for some time been 
masquerading under the name of Lois Fenton. She has 
used clothes that are identical in appearance to those o 
Lois Fenton, she has made appearances under the name 
of Lois Fenton and has in every way tried to arrange her 
appearance so that she can be mistaken for Lois 4 cnton. 
We propose to prove that she, this witness, was in the 
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Richmell Hotel on the night of the murder at the hour 

of approximately 2.20 in the morning.” 

“And how do you propose to prove that? 

“By the witness herself.” 

“It will be interesting to see you try," Burger said. 
Judge Donahue frowned. “I fail to see the necessity of 
making such a statement at this time and in front of 

this jury, Mr. Mason.” 

• The reason I am making this statement, Your 
Honor, is that I have just discovered that the reason 
we have been unable to find this witness no matter how 
much we searched, is that the police have been holding 

her incommunicado.” 

■Do you mean that the police have been concealing 

her?” Burger demanded indignantly. 

“As far as we’re concerned, yes.” 

• Your Honor, I resent that. The law specifica y gives 

the prosecution the power to hold material witnesses 
and this is a material witness for the prosecution. 

•■I challenge that statement,” Mason said. 

Burger, red in the face, shouted, “I'll make it again. 

This woman is a material witness. 

“You admit that she was kept conceMed under such 

circumstances that I would not be able to find out 

she was?” Mason asked. 

“We don’t have to write you every day and “ > 
wlnt we intend to do in putting on our case, Burge 
said. I say, Your Honor, that this woman is a materia 

witness.” , , 

“What’s she a witness to? Mason asked. 

“To certain tilings that she will disclose when she gets 
on the stand.” 
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“You don’t intend to put her on the stand. 

“I do.” 

“Put her on now then,” Mason said. 

Burger said. “I don’t have to put her on now." 

“Go ahead,” Mason challenged. “It she’s a witness to 
anything for you, put her on that witness stand. Let's 
hear what she has to say. Then you’ll be finished with 
her and 1 can talk to her and put her on the stand as 


a witness for the defense.” 

Judge Donahue looked questioningly at 

Burger. 

‘Til put her on the witness stand when 


Hamilton 
get good 

n n 


and ready,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“Will you promise this court that you arc going to 

put her on the witness stand?” 

“I don’t have to make any such promises. ' 

“There you are, Your Honor. I he woman is not a 

witness.” 

Judge Donahue said, “After all, Mr. District Attor¬ 
ney, while the order of proof ordinarily is in the hands 
of the district attorney, it certainly seems to me that il 
this woman is a material witness for the prosecution, and 
the defense desires to question her, that it would be 
much better to have the prosecution put her on the 
stand, take her testimony, and then release her so that 


the defense would be ina position to use her in the e\ent 


they wished to do so.” 

“The defense doesn’t want to use her. Your Honor. 
This is simply a grandstand.” 

“I want to use her,” Mason insisted. 

“What do you propose to prove by her? Perhaps I II 

stipulate it.” 
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Mason said, I propose to prove by this witness that 
she was the one whom die witnesses have identified as 
beino the defendant, the woman who was in this hotel 
at twenty minutes past two o’clock in the morning. 

“You can’t do it,” Burger said, “because these wit¬ 
nesses would know in a minute that this woman wasn t 

the defendant.” , 

Mason said, “Bring her into court. Bring her in, diess- 

cd just as she was dressed when the woman was arrested 

and by that I mean wearing clothes that were identica 

in cut, color, pattern and texture to those worn by the 

defendant.” , . , , . • 

• All right,” Burger snapped. "You ve asked loi this. 

I ll bring her into court. I'll give you every opportunity. 

Your Honor, if we may have fifteen minutes I think at 

that time I will be able to grant counsel s request. I wi 

have Irene Kilby in court. I'll let her parade up in front 

of the witnesses. Perhaps in the meantime, I can save 

time by calling another witness, Jasper Fenton. Come 

forward and be sworn, Jasper. . A 

lasper Fenton, a droop-shouldered lad, who had an 

expression of bored cynicism deeply stamped upon its 
countenance, took the witness stand. He answered the 
preliminary questions in a monotone. Then as Bur 0 
began to bring him to the scene of the crime, the boy s 

voice took on a slight nervousness. 

• Where were you on the morning of the seventeentl 

of September this year?” Burger asked. Were >ou in 

the Riclunell Hotel? 

“Yes, sir.” 

“At what time?” 

“I believe it was exactly 2.44.” 
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“Where did you go?” 

“I went to John Callender’s room. I mean I entered 
that room at approximately 2.44." 

“When did you leave?’’ 

“Immediately.” 

"Why did you leave?” 

“I opened the door and saw him lying there, dead on 
the floor. I got out of there last.” 

“You had an appointment with him?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“When did you have that appointment?” 

“It wasn’t exactly an appointment. He sent for me to 
come and see him.” 

“What time were you supposed to be there?” 

“At two o’clock in the morning.” 

“That was a definite appointment?” 

“Yes. He said I was to be there at two on the second.” 
“But you were late?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Why were you late?” 

“I stopped for a few drinks to bolster my courage. I 
didn’t want to face him.” 

“Why?” 

“He was trying to blackmail my sister through me.” 
“And by your sister you mean Lois Fenton, the de¬ 
fendant here?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“She is your sister?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Let’s be frank about this,” Hamilton Burger said. 
“John Callender had some hold on vou?” 

“Yes, he did.” 
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“What was it?" 

Fenton squirmed about on the witness chair. I had 
been working for him. I had forged his name to some 
checks in order to cover a shortage. He had those checks. 
He was threatening to prosecute me. 

“Anything else?" 

“When lie kept hounding my sister through me, 1 
became desperate. 1 took my sister's horse and went to 
lohn Callender’s ranch. I rode up to the house and man- 
a»cd to get into the room where his records were kept. 
I had the safe opened when a night watchman came 
along the porch and saw my flashlight. He put the beam 
of his own flashlight through the window, spotted me at 
the safe and shouted for help. 1 ran out of the house 
along the veranda, jumped into the saddle and staitec 

away at a gallop. The watchman shot.” 

"What happened to the bullet?” 

“It grazed the horse and lodged in the saddle.. 

"You felt the impact of that bullet? You felt it lut? 
"Yes, sir. I felt the jar of the impact in the saddle. I 

knew the bullet was in the saddle. 

"Did you subsequently make an investigation to hn< 

that it was embedded in the saddle? 

"Yes. sir." 

"And what did you do?” 

"I became panic-stricken. I got off the horse and hit 
it with the quirt until it ran away. Then I hitchhiked 

hack home.” . . 

"Now you’re not trying to conceal anything, Ham¬ 
ilton Burton said uncutuously. "You’re not trying to 
minimize your own shortcomings. Disagreeable as it is, 
you're admitting on the witness stand that you have 
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t.ommiued lorgcry. that you went to John Callenclei s 
house and tried to burglari/e the sale." 

“Yes, sir/’ 

"And Callender knew about that: 

"Yes, sir." 

And what was he trying to do?" 

He was trying to iorce my sister to return by tlneat- 

ening to bring action against me. 

"And he wanted to discuss that with you." 

Me didn't want to dismiss anythin” "'itli me. he 

wanted to tell me. 

"And when von lound John Callender lying there m 
that room death a Japanese sword plunged through ins 
ehest, you simply thought about escaping and got out 
ot there without notifying anyone about what you had 

discovered. Is that right." 

"Yes, sir. That’s onl\ partially right." 

"What’s wrong with it." 

"Alter I got to thinking it over. Alter . . 
next day ... 1 went to the police.” 

“()l your own accord." Is that right." 

‘ Yes, sir.” 

“Ancl gave the polit e a written statement." 

4 i cs, S1V. 

And at that time." burger went on suavely, you 
didn't know that your sister was involved in any was.' 
You didn't know she was accused of the crime, did you.' 

■ just a moment." Mason said. "That question is xi- 
ciously leading and suggestive. It is incompetent, me c- 
vant and immaterial. It’s a self-serving declaration. 

■■It goes to the motivation and interest of the witness. 

if the Court please.” burger said. 


well, the 
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•‘And as such, it's a question that can only be asked 
on cross-examination, and by opposing counsel,” Mason 

said. . . , 

judge Donahue said, “The question is leading, but 

think I'll overrule the objection. I think the jury are en¬ 
titled to the facts of the case.” 

“No, at that time I didn't know my sister was in¬ 
volved,” the witness said. 

“And you gave the police the written statement? 

"Yes, sir.*' 

“So that you're really an unwilling witness and are 
'dving your testimony with reluctance? 

" Mason said, “He isn’t giving his testimony, if the 
Court please. The district attorney is giving it for him. 
Your Honor, 1 protest that the district attorney keeps 
feeding this stuff into the record and all the witness is 

supposed to do is to say yes. . ^ 

"These questions are viciously leading," Judge Dona- 

hue said “The record will show. I'm afraid, that the dis¬ 
trict attorney has been guilty of leading the witnesses 
many times. The objection is sustained. We will have no 

further leading questions." 

"Cross-examine." Burger snapped. 

Mason started to get to his feet when there was a com¬ 
motion in the courtroom. A deputy sheriff caught Rin¬ 
ger’s eye and gave a signal. Burger said, "If the Court 
please, the witness, Irene Kilby, is now in court, brought 
here at the suggestion, in fact at the demand, of Pern 
Mason. Now then, if Mr. Mason wishes to talk with this 
witness, he is at perfect liberty to do so. If, as I suspect 
to be the case, he only wishes to use her as a means of 
confusing the witnesses who have already testified, I 
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have no objection to any test he may desire to make. 
Come forward. Miss Kilby, so the jury and the witnesses 

may see von.” 

/ / 

Irene Kilby came forward, walking now not like Lois 

/ o 

Fenton, but holding her hips stiff, her head and chin up. 

Judge Donahue regarded her at first with mild inter¬ 
est. then, suddenly pu/zled, looked from her to Lois 
Fenton. He said, "Will the defendant please stand up. 
Now stand over there, the two of you together. Any ob- 

/ o , 

jection, Mr. Mason?” 

“None, Your Honor.” 

Judge Donahue looked at the two women. "Well, this 
is indeed a strange situation. There is no great facial 

n n 

resemblance, but as far as figures are concerned, it is a 
different situation. These two women are apparently 
exactly identical as to height and shape and arc wearing 
identical apparel. Do you care to make a statement, Mr. 
Burger?" 

n 


Hamilton Burger said, “Your Honor, I should have 
known that Perry Mason would make some spectacular 
grandstand . . ." 

“Never mind that," Judge Donahue interrupted. “I 
simplv want to know what is the occasion for this very 
evident masquerade on the part of one of these voting 
women. The defendant may be seated. I am going to 
ask the witness Irene Kilby to remain here for the mo¬ 
ment. Just remain standing, if you will, Miss Kilby. 
Now, Mr. Burger." 

Hamilton Burger said, “Your Honor, I now offer to 
stipulate facts that Mr. Mason knows to be true, that this 
witness used the name of Lois Fenton, and dressed her¬ 
self so that she looked like Lois Fenton for reasons that. 
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however. are ,«i« ol.viou. once die si.ua.ion b unc.er- 

S,00 Wcll, I should llte *« k "°"' " 1,at .‘ h 7L a fan . 

• 1 voun° r woman wanted to 

aaK^Fenton^ v^—^— 

“ 2 * inWnve. la ,h«c any «*M~ M ' 

MaSO,1? • , h ,ve no objection to Hamilton Burger 
Mason said, I liaxc no ooje want t o 

slic did do, die witness herself is die one to gi 
‘""iuu ids no pan of the case," H.mil.on ■>«" ? £ 

his voice and manner shoiv,n B Ins "“P"? ‘ ' 

simply explaining die preliminaries 111 His Honor at 11 

Court’s own request. , , .. why did 

If i, isn't a par. of .be case, Mason .»skccl Y ^ 
vou detain .Ids woman as a matcr.al cc .mess. 

a witness to?” 

I detained her so that you cmddn 

■Yes yes, go on." Mason sa.d temptingly, as m ; 
stopped suddenly. "You were about to blurt on 
reason for her detention. 
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“That will do.gentlemen,’’ )udgeDonalnic said. "The 
occasion recpiires no interchange between counsel. I he 
Court is merely asking lor information and if counsel 
for the defense objects to any statement being made by 
the district attorney in this manner, it will be necessary, 
of course, to put this young woman on the stand." 

"but this is attempting to prove a negative." Hamilton 
burger said. "It is only important in the event the de¬ 
fense claims that this mascpierade ioolecl somebody; that 
is, that it had the effect of confusing the witnesses." 

“I claim it .did," Mason said. 

••(io ahead and prove that it did then," burger chal¬ 
lenged. 

Judge Donahue said, "One thing at a time, gentle¬ 
men. Now, do I understand, Mr. Mason, that you objec t 

to this statement by Hamilton burger? 

"Provided that it is only preliminary, I have no objec ¬ 
tion to it, but if Hamilton burger seeks by such a state¬ 
ment to obviate the necessity of putting this woman on 
the stand. I do object to it. 1 will further say that I stipu¬ 
late to nothing. This witness is going on the stand as lai 

as I’m concerned." 

“Well,” Judge Donahue said, “perhaps we'd better 
proceed in the regular way, but this certainly is a pecul¬ 
iar situation which has developed, and the Comt felt 
that it might be better to have it explained. 

Mason said, "In view of the fact that this young wo¬ 
man is here, I now ask the privilege of recalling Samuel 

Meeker for cross-examination." 

“I have no objection in the world," burger said, ^ith 

a sarcastic bow at Perry Mason. “Go right ahead. 

‘•That will do. Mr. burger," Judge Donahue said. 
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“Can’t we try this case without this interchange of com¬ 
ments between counsel? Now, where were we? Oh yes, 
we want Sam Meeker on the stand. Mr. Samuel Meeker, 
come back to the stand. No, no, you’ve already been 
sworn. Just sit down there in that chair. You want to 

cross-examine him further, Mr. Mason? 

•■I do. Miss Kilby, I would like to have you walk 

back and forth across the courtroom directly in front of 
the counsel table here, where the witness can see you. 
Irene Kilby dutifully walked back and forth. 

“Not that way,” Mason said. “The way you custom- 

arilv walk.” _ .. T i 

She looked at him with wide eyes. “I m afraid I don 

know how that is, Mr. Mason. 

“With a swing of the hips, a certain voluptuous en¬ 
ticement. Certainly you always walked that way be- 
£ »» 

°--Your Honor, I object to that,” Hamilton Burger said. 
“Counsel has asked the witness to walk. She has walked. 
If Perry Mason wants to swear that he has seen this wi - 
ness walk with a swaying of the hips or in a voluptuous 
manner, he himself can take the oath and get on the wit¬ 
ness stand, and then 7 will cross-examine torn. 

“Counsel has asked the witness to walk in a certai 
particular manner," Judge Donahue said, “but I am not 
satisfied that counsel has the right to do that in connec¬ 
tion with a test of this nature. He has asked Miss Kilby 
to walk, and she has walked. I think that that is as far as 
the Court should permit an experiment of this kind to 
be carried on until there is some evidence showing the 
young woman may at some other time have walked in 

some other manner. 
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“Very well,” Mason said. “Now, Mr. Meeker, is the.isi 
any possibility that this young woman whom you see*, 
now before you, referring to Irene Kilby, is the woman 
who came to the Richmell Hotel at approximately 2.20 
in the morning and . . 

o 

“None whatever.” 

“Let me finish my question. And was stopped by you 
at the elevators, or near the elevators, and taken by you 
over to the telephones where a call was put through to 
the room of John Callender?” 

“There is no possibility whatever.” 

“You’re positive?” 

“Positive.” 

“You recognize a certain resemblance to the defend¬ 
ant?” 

“There’s a resemblance as far as clothes are concern¬ 
ed, and a resemblance as far as figures are concerned, but 
this is Irene Kilby, and I’d recognize her anywhere. The 
defendant is the woman whom I saw in the hotel, and 
I’d recognize her anywhere.” 

“When did you last see Irene Kilby?” Mason asked. 

“Yesterday afternoon.” 

“And before that?” 

“I don’t know. Yesterday morning, I guess.” 

“And you have seen her on several occasions immedi¬ 
ately before the trial of this action?” 

“Yes.” 

“What was the reason for so seeing her?” 

“Well, Sergeant Dorset wanted to be certain that she 
wasn't, the woman I’d seen. He kept showing her to me 
and asking me if there was any possibility of my being 
mistaken.” 
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.. ( Qh i S ee," Mason said. "In other words, the police 

•used every means to see that you would be fully familiar 

with the features of this Irene Kilby so that in the event 

you were suddenly confronted with her in court you 

wouldn t be confused. Is that it? 

"Objected to,” Burger snapped. "Calling for a con- 

elusion—argumentative. 

“Sustained.” 

"And before Sergeant Dorset took you to Irene Kilby 
he took some pains to impress upon you that this was 
Irene Kilby and not the Lois Fenton whom you had al¬ 
ready identified, is that right?” Mason asked. 

"Well, he told me." 

"That's all." Mason said. 

"No questions,” Burger said. 

"Proceed with the case," Judge Donahue said to 
Burner. 

-jasper Fenton was on the stand. Mr. Mason was 
about to start his cross-examination,” Burger said. 

"If the Court please,” Mason interposed, "as I unclei- 
stand it the district attorney is going to put this young 

woman on the witness stand. 

Burger said, "You've already covered everything that 

I wanted to have, covered.” 

"But you were holding her as a water,al witness. Ma- 
son said. 

“Well, what of it?” . , . 

• In the event you were keeping her out of circulation 

where I couldn't find her, and where my men couldn 
interview her, you were abusing the judicial processes of 

this Court. . 

■You've said that before," Burger said. 
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“And I’m going 10 sa\ ii again," Mason said. “I just 
don't want to have any misunderstanding on that point. 
You either call that witness to the stand, or you can ex¬ 
plain to the grievance committee why you were holding 
her where I couldn't find her. claiming she was a mate¬ 
rial witness." 

Burger thought that over, then suddenly surrendered. 

o o / 

“Irene Kilby take the stand," he said angrily, his late 
red. 

“Your true name is Irene Kilby?" Burger asked, when 
the witness had been sworn. 

• 4 \ f * »• 

i es. sir. 

“Have you ever gone under any other name?" 

“Yes, sir." 

“What?" 

“Two names. The name of Chcric Chi-Chi. which is 
a stage name, and the name of Lois Fenton." 

•i 

“How did it happen that you went under the name of 
Lois Fenton?" 

“She told me I might." 

n 

“You mean the young woman sitting there at the 
right of Mr. Mason, the woman who is the defendant in 
the case of The People vs. Lois Fenton, told you that 
you could use her name?” 

“Yes, sir." 

“And what did she tell you? Describe that conversa¬ 
tion.” 

“She told me . . .” 

“Just a moment," Mason interrupted. “Was there a 
written agreement?" 

“Yes. sir." 

“Then the agreement, the writing itself, is the best 
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evidence,” Mason said. „ 

Burger frowned. “Where is that writing, Miss Kilby? 

“I don’t know.” 

“Why don’t you know?” 

“I surrendered it to John Callender and I have never 
seen it since.” 

“When did you surrender it?” 

“A few days before his death.” 

“And you have searched for it and been unable to find 


it?” 


i l 


Yes. 


11 


"Very well, then, tell us what was in it. 

“Well, I was trying to get on as a fan-dancer, an 
didn't have many engagements. Lois Fenton had a tu 
calendar. She didn’t want to go ahead with her tan¬ 
dancing when she got married, so I asked her if 
couldn’t fill her dates, and she told me I could. I to 
her I’d have to use her name, and she said that woi 

be all right.” t 

“Very well. Now, at any time on the morning of Sep 

tember seventeenth did you go to the RichmeH Hote 
“Yes, sir. I went there shortly before two o clock in 
the morning. That was the only time I ever went there. 
“You saw John Callender then?” 

“I did.” 

“And you talked with him?” 

“Yes.” 

“What about?” , , . „ 

“I asked him for the agreement. He said he had given 

it to I-ois. I left the room about two o’clock. A maid saw 

me as I left the room. I never went back.” 

“Did you see Samuel Meeker, the house detective, at 
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that hotel and have any conversation with him?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Your witness,” Burger snapped. 

Mason arose to conduct the cross-examination. 

“In order to carry out the deception incident upon 
your attempt to capitalize on Lois Fenton s good will as 
a fan-dancer, you copied her clothes, did you not?” he 
asked. 

“Well, what’s wrong with that?” 

“But you did, didn’t you?” 

“Of course I did.” 

“Exactly why did you do that?” 

/ / • 

“Because bookings were made through her agent, a 
Mr. Barlow, and Mr. Barlow had photographs.” 

“You mean Sidney Jackson Barlow?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And you didn’t want Mr. Barlow to think there had 
been any substitution or any change in his clients:' 
“Naturally not.” 

“So you dressed just as much as you could like Lois 
Fenton and made yourself look just as much as you 

could like Lois Fenton, didn’t you.''” 

“What would you have done under the same circum¬ 
stances^** 

“I’m asking you what you did. You did do that, didn t 
your 

“Yes. It’s obvious. 1 am wearing these clothes now. 
“And Mr. Barlow never raised the point that perhaps 

you were not the real Lois Fenton? 

"Not until after you had been there, trying to make 

trouble.” 

“Now, then,” Mason said,“directing your attention to 
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the evening of September seventeenth, you went to the 
office of Sidney Jackson Barlow, the agent, did you not. 

■ I did.” 

“\nd what happened to you there? 

“Incompetent, irrelevant and immaterial. Not proper 
cross-examination," Hamilton Burger said. “Your 
Honor, this is wandering far afield. This is something 
that was not touched upon in direct examination and 
has nothing to do with the issues in this case. 

Judge Donahue glanced down at Perry Mason. It 
woulcfscem to be highly incompetent, Counselor. 

“If the Court please,” Mason argued, I desire to 
show that at that time the officers arrested her as I.ois 
Fenton; that she was at that time told she was arrested 
nn suspicion of the murder of John Callender 

■But what would that have to do with it? Judge Don¬ 
ahue asked. I am impressed with the most peculiar cir¬ 
cumstances of this case. 1 am going to give you every 
latitude in your cross-examination in view of this evid¬ 
ent masquerade, bill 1 don't see exactly what competent 
matter could be brought out by such a question as you 
now ask. Assuming that a description of Lois Fenton hat 
been broadcast and that this young woman undoubted!' 
answered that description, assuming further that the ol- 
ficers took lie. into custody under the mistaken impres¬ 
sion that she was Lois Fenton, I still can t see any idc- 
• * 

' a “Simply this. " Mason said. "I propose to show that this 
witness was thereupon taken to the jail, that the next day 
she was placed in a device known as a shadow box by 
,vhich witnesses are enabled to view prisoners without 
t he prisoners seeing them, and I propose to show, You. 
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Honor,” Mason went on, his voice rising dramatically, 

"that while she was in that shadow boxshe was identified 

absolutely by the witness Sam Meeker and the witness 

* « 

Frank Faulkner as the woman they had seen in the Rich- 
mell Hotel at the hour of approximately twenty minutes 
past two on the morning of September seventeenth!" 

“That's not so,” Hamilton Burger shouted. “You 
cant prove it. You can’t ...” 

“Give me a chance and I will,” Mason said, grimly. 
“But I don't understand,” Judge Donahue said. 


frowning. 

o 

“I didn’t for a moment, Your Honor, but I understand 
now,” Mason said. “The police arrested this woman as 
Lois Fenton. The next day the witnesses identified her 
as the woman they had seen in the hotel. Then, within a 
few minutes after that identification had been made, the 
police arrested the real Lois Fenton, so Sergeant Hol¬ 
comb arranged for a second identification, telling the 
witnesses that they were going to see the girl again under 
more advantageous circumstanc es, and the witnesses both 
thought they were seeing the same girl. And in order to 
keep these witnesses from suspecting anything, these two 
police officers staged a fake quarrel so that when the fi¬ 
nesses entered that room containing the shadow box on 
that second occasion they were so fully convinced in 
advance that the woman they then saw was the same one 


they had already seen, they hardly gave her identity any 
real thought. And then, in order to keep me from find¬ 
ing out what had happened, the police later put the de¬ 
fendant, Lois Fenton, back in the shadow box for a 
second time. But at that time there was no one on the 
other side of the screen. That was a police trap, simph 
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for the purpose of keeping me from finding out. . . 
"That's not so!” Hamilton Burger shouted. 

“You’d better find out whether it’s so or not before 
you start throwing denials around this courtroom, Ma¬ 
son said. "Interview the sergeant who had charge of the 
shadow box. I don't think Lieutenant Tragg had any 
part in this, but you interview Sergeant Holcomb and 
see what he says. And incidentally, Your Honor, notic¬ 
ing that Sergeant Holcomb is in court, I ask that he be 
required to remain as a witness for the defense until I 
can have an opportunity to have a subpoena issued and 

served upon him.” 

Judge Donahue banged with his gavel, but all of his 
attempts to restore order were ineffectual. Sergeant Hol¬ 
comb got to his feet, started to say something, turned, 

headed for the door, then paused. 

Hamilton Burger shouted, “Holcomb, come here! I 

want to talk with you!” 

Mason settled back in his chair and smiled leassuring- 
ly at the defendant. 

“But how did you ever know?” Lois Fenton whis¬ 
pered. 

Mason said, “What makes my face red is that I didn’t 
know it long ago. The thing is obvious. They did put 
you in tlie shadow box on two occasions. But you didn t 
hang your head and sulk the first time. When the wit¬ 
nesses saw you for the first time, they thought they were 
seeing you for the second time.” 

“Will that prove that Irene Kilby was the one who 

was in the hotel?” 

“It will go a long way toward proving it,” Mason 
said. “It’ll prove that the first person the witnesses iden- 
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tilled as being the one tliev saw in that hotel was Irene 
Kilby, and unless I am greatly mistaken that’s going to 
raise merry hell.” 

The Judge s gavel finally pounded the court to order. 

Hamilton Burger said, "Your Honor, thh is a most as¬ 
tounding statement that counsel has made. I cannot be¬ 
lieve that it has any foundation in tact. Fven it it has, it 
tends only to cast some slight doubt upon the identifica¬ 
tion, but it cannot defeat the . . .” 

"The Court would like to know,” Judge Donahue in¬ 
terrupted, "whether or not this witness Irene Kilby was 
put in the shadow box at a time when the witness Sam 
Meeker and the witness Frank Faulkner were there to 
make an identification.” 

"Of course, Your Honor, she can't tell. She doesn t 
know who was on the other side of the screen.” 

"Well, the police know!” Judge Donahue all but 
shouted, irritably. 

"Yes, Your Honor, and if I may have a recess I will 
endeavor to find out the true lacts.” 

"How long a recess do you want?” 

"An hour. Will that be convenient to the Court?” 

"Make it until two o’clock this afternoon,” Judge 
Donahue said. "We ll recess court until two o clock this 
afternoon, and by that time I want to find out exactly 
what happened. After all, the police records are not 
available to the defendant in this case and this witness 
Irene Kilby certainly has been kept where she was in¬ 
accessible to the defense.” 

"As a material witness,” Burger said. "And she was 

held at her own consent, Your Honor. 

Judge Donahue said, "I have no desire to criticize any- 
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one until I have some basis for criticism, but I want to 

oet at the bottom of this. Is there an Y ° b l“ tlon “ 
recess until two o'clock this afternoon, Mr. Mason? 

“There is, Your Honor. 

judoe Donahue frowned. “Obviously, Mr. Mason,the 
district attorney must make certain investigations to 
find om what happened. He needs to consult certain 
records The Court wishes to know what ready happen¬ 
ed on that shadow box identification. It would certain y 
seem that the defendant would be equally anxious 
fia"e the facts disclosed. Therefore, it seems to the Court 

the request for a recess is in order. . , 

Mason said, 1 agree with Your Honor .. p-jk 
hut the district attorney has able assistant to handle 

I am entitled to go on retth my cn*- 

examination oi tins witness before she is given tune o 
confer with her I fiend, and think up some new story to 
teli A ten-minute recess will give the district attorney 
ample opportunity to have his assistants get the polls 

records and to confer with Sergeant Holcomb 

“V C r V "wcl 1 ” Judge Donahue said, if the delens 

wishe's to finish the c?oss-examin».ion of these witnesses, 

", b emitled to do so. The Court will take a ten-minute 
,„ llc pushing his way through the milling spec 

tutors fouirht to Mason's side, "Hoy, oh boy. are you 
1 shin.. out'" he exclaimed, "llu. they've picked up 
Arthur Sheldon, Perry, so he careful. They may spring 

him as a witness.” 

"Where is l..T' Ma»n ask.do exlradition and 

i 1 : ..a" Th g :; bandied.. Th. 
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newspapers are bein'* <>iven the news now. 

Mason said, "I wish he would take tlu* stand. We t 

jnettinj* somewhere now. 

“And how!’’ Drake said exultantK. (»osh. what 
wallop. Perrv! You've knocked them lor a loop!” 


THE CASE OF THE FAN-DANCER’S HORSE 


Chapter Twenty-one 


When Court reconvened a nervous, frightened Irene 
Kilby was on the witness stand and an exasperated Dis¬ 
trict Attorney was quite evidently on the defensive. His 
manners plainly showed he was thoroughly angered at 
the police trick, which, by this time, Sergeant Holcomb 
had apparently confessed. 

Mason said, “Now, Miss Kilby, you took the identity 
of Lois Fenton, you fulfilled her professional engage¬ 
ments, you dressed like her, is that right? 

“Yes, sir.'* 

“You had an agreement with her and you surrendered 
that agreement to John Callender, is that light? 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And so far as you know, that was the only copy of 
that agreement in existence?” 

“Yes, sir.” i* 

“You wanted to get possession of that agreement, 
didn’t you?” 

“I have already said so. Yes. 

“And you made a search for it?” 

“Yes.” 

“And isn’t the real reason that you were so anxious to 
get that agreement because there was a clause in it pro- 
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viding that in the event Lois Fenton’s marriage wasn't 
successful, or if at any time she wished to return to fan¬ 
dancing, vou would step on one side?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Or words to that effect were in that agreement?” 

No, sir. 

“Think carefully, now,” Mason said. “You’re under 
oath. And remember, if John Callender had that agree¬ 
ment, sooner or later it is going to show up among the 
effects of his estate. That is a written agreement. It is 
signed by Lois Fenton and it is signed bv you. Now, just 
remember that you’re under oath and that a lot more is 
involved here than your career as a fan-dancer.” 

The witness bit her lip. 

“Go on,” Mason said. “Let’s try making another an¬ 
swer to that question. Isn’t that the real reason vou 
wanted the agreement?” 

i » 

The witness shifted her position, glanced helplessly at 

the district attorney, then met the stern eyes of the 

/ 

judge. 

“Well,” Mason said, “isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” she answered, in a low voice. 

“Now,” Mason said, “we’re beginning to get some¬ 
where. It was vital to your career to have that agree- 

✓ 

ment, wasn’t it?” 

“Yes.” 

“And as long as John Callender had it, he had vou, in 
a very great measure, in his power, didn’t he? 

“Yes.” 

“Now, then,” Mason went on, “let’s go a little farther. 
This fan which I will show vou, the one which has been 
introduced as People’s Exhibit Number 2— take a good 
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look at that fan. You will notice the initials/L^.’on it. 
You will notice that it was made m St. Louis. You 
seen that fan before?” 

“Yes.” 

“I oave it to you, didn t I." 

“Yes.” 

“When?’ 

•The nioht of the murder-that is, you gave it to me 
on the evening of the sixteenth, and John Callender was 
murdered shortly after midnight that same night, vvluc 

makes it the seventeenth.” . 

■ | X .„ ilv Mason said 'Now, wlral did soil do with 
that (an who. I gave h to you? There were two of them. 

weren’t there?” 

“Yes.” 

“And what did you do with them.*' 

“I ... I gave them . . . 

“Yes, yes, i^o on, Mason said. 

“I <»ave them to John Callender. 

"Vnvv did you <>ive them to John Callender personal- 
ly , tw ^id you give them ... Harry Cogswell g.ve to 

John Callender?" . .. 

“ 11 , 11 -v uts to <>ive them to him. 

S^’imrS'imoim X 

“tissss juried 

'■Iml you gave those Ian, to Cogswell to deliver to 

Callender?” 
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“And Cogswell arrived at the hotel about one-twenty 
and went to see Callender, and 1 elt the Ians? 

“He left one of the fans. 1 had one.'' 

Mason said, “For your information, Miss Kilby, and 
so I won't take any advantage of you. I will state that I 
personally saw Harry Cogswell entering Callenders 
room at approximately twenty minutes past one on the 
morning of the seventeenth. Now, is that about the time 
he went to the room, or do you know?” 

“It was right about that time.’’ 

O 

“Where were you?” 

“I was outside in the ear. He couldn’t find a parking 
place near the hotel, so I drove around the block and 
Harry went in to talk with Callender. We probably 
could have found a parking place il we cl looked around, 
but we would have had to walk quite a ways, and—well, 
Callender wanted that fan just as quick as he could get 
it. He said he had to have it before two o clock, and he 
wanted it just as soon as he could possibly get it.” 

“Then you had talked with Callender over the tele¬ 
phone?” 

“Yes:” 

“As soon as I’d given you the fans?” 

“Yes.” 

“Now,” Mason said, “let’s be frank about this thing, 
Miss Kilby. You’ve been trying to protect your own in¬ 
terests, but I think you’ve been unnecessarily cautious. 
Suppose I should tell you that I could prove that when 
you called on John Callender at 2.23 on the morning of 
September seventeenth he was already dead, and that 
when you opened the door you found his body lying on 
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the floor Would that make you change your testimony 
Ibout being the one who was in the hotel at that time? 
Irene Kilby looked at him with wide, round eyes, hei 

face showing startled surprise. -What was 

Tud<m Donahue leaned forwaid and said, 
that? Mr. Court Reporter, read me that question. 

W Tl.r&un'Reporter, in a monotone, repeated the 

q xt;: o d g J eto": k ed «.. 
\lson. said to the witness. "Do ,0» understand 

that question, Miss Kilby? 

“Yes,” she said, hesitantly. 

“Can you answer it?” 

“T Yes.” 

••You mean that’s your answer?” Mason asked. 

“All rmlit,” Mason said. “Now, let’s get at the truth 
of r thing: Von didn’t go to dtehote, to call on John 

Callender at around two o clock, d y 

“But you did learn in some manner from‘ 
or from a source close to the polic , t lender’s 

a maid who saw Lois or 

room at two o clock, am y knew that you 

l:s ;rnVirr ;z 

Z^rr=^-ghisroom 

at two o’clock in the morning, isn t that rigntt 

Mason said. "If the Court pleases, simply for the sake 
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of clearing up the record and playing tail with the A\it- 
ness, I will call the attention of the Court and counsel, 
that, according to the testimony ot the witness, Faulk- 
ner, Arthur Sheldon dashed out of room 51 1 and enter¬ 
ed room 510 across the corridor almost immediately 
after Faulkner had taken up his station in the mop 
closet. That was approximately 2.21 a.m. At 2.25 this 
witness went to John Callender s room, but if the Court 
will bear in mind this witness had encountered the house 
detective, and that the house detective had forced her to 
phone Callender’s room, the answer immediately be¬ 


came obvious. Arthur Sheldon must have been in Callen¬ 
der’s room at the time the phone ran*?. When Arthur 
Sheldon left the room, he didn’t leave it in the manner 
that a man would leave a room where he had been visit¬ 
ing some person. He left it in the manner of someone 
who was fleeing from something. You will note that the 

n o 

witness, Faulkner, testified that Sheldon stepped swiftly 
out into the corridor, pushed the door shut behind him. 


jerked open the door of room 510 and vanished. It is ob¬ 
vious, therefore, that something must have been wrong 
when he left that room; that in all probability Callender 
was dead at that time. But it is perfectly plain that Ar¬ 
thur Sheldon was in that hotel room at the time the tele¬ 
phone rang in response to the call placed by the house 
detective from the room telephone in the lobby. I feel it 
is a fair inference that, for reasons of his own, Arthm 
Sheldon answered that telephone when it rang and it 
was Sheldon’s voice the house detective heard answering 
the telephone, that it was to Sheldon this witness an¬ 
nounced that she was in the lobby and was coming up. 

“But so long as this witness felt it was established that 


f 

1 


—* *“ 

Arthur She'don killed ^ impade nt- 

, V r, : , "ryinoTo get‘the defendant tn this case acquit- 

ted. As tar as tnc f cross . 

perfect liberty to solve it. That is tne 

examination of this witness. Dona hue asked 

• Any redirect examination? Judge uonai 

liU Se, Your Honor," the somewhat dazed district at- 

•" ~ 1 ^ 1 —\Z 
“ko J»'T r 

■ ' lhi, ' k ‘'"x ,: district^ attorney can either di S - 

.—' i,l,ak ' 

an adjournment at Hamilton Burgers 

judge Donahue • Court will take a recess 

lace and announced crisply, 
until two o’clock this afternoon. 
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Chapter Twenty-two 


Hack in Mason's qu ick. Haul Drake said to the lawyer. 

“Frankly, Perry, I don’t get it. 

Mason said, I lie trouble with lawyers. Haul, is dial 

they become too cynical, too skeptical. 

Lois Fenton was telling me the absolute ti nth. I*or .1 
long while I didn’t believe her. The reason I didn’t be¬ 
lieve her was because her story sounded too impiobablt. 
but it wasn’t improbable. It was the most natmalh logi¬ 
cal story in the world. She told exactly what happened, 
and the minute I started viewing her statements in that 
way I knew definitely who had killed John Callendei. 
There could only have been one peison. 

“Shoot,” Drake said. 

Mason said, "I ran onlo Harry Cogswell in the corri¬ 
dor. Therefore, I knew that he had called on Callender 
at about 1.20. Lois Fenton said she left Callender at two 
o'clock. A maid saw her in die corridor, and saw (.alien 

der standing in the doorway. 

“When Arthur Sheldon left Callender’s room, lie act¬ 
ed very much as though he were escaping horn some¬ 
thing. When Arthur Sheldon checkedout of the hotel he 
put a do not disturb sign on Callender s door. I ie must 
therefore, have known at that time Callender was mm 
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dered and he wanted to keep the crime from being dis¬ 
covered as long as possible. That was only natural. Un¬ 
der the circumstances and having occupied the room 
across the hall, he needed time to clear his own skirts.” 

“You mean Sheldon committed the crime?” 

“I mean that if Sheldon knew he was dead when he 
put that do not disturb sign on the door, he must have 
known he was dead when he left Callender’s room be¬ 
cause the evidence shows that no one communicated 
with Sheldon after that. There were no phone calls to 
his room, no one called on him.” 

Drake slowly nodded. 

“Therefore, it is obvious that Sheldon must have been 
the one who answered the telephone when the house 
detective called Callender’s room. Evidently Sheldon 
thought that it might be Lois kenton calling, because he 
knew Callender wanted to see her, so he decided to an¬ 
swer the phone and warn her against calling up. When 
he heard the voice of a strange woman he simply posed 
as Callender. Remember he had no need to say very 
much other than ‘hello.’ T he woman did the talking. 
She said she was in the lobby, that the house detective 
had made her call, that she was coming up. Sheldon 
simply hung up the phone, dashed back across the hall 
to his own room, and waited for an alarm to be given. 
He was probably sick with fright right then.” 

“Go ahead,” Drake said. 

“That’s all there is to it,” Mason said.“When no alarm 
was given, Sheldon knew he stood a chance. He waited 
for the coast to clear and then checked out. He then had 
the satisfaction of knowing some woman had called on 
Callender and had failed to give the alarm. So he put his 
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do no i disturb sign on Callender s door as lie went out. 
I hat should have delayed discovery of the crime sulli- 
ciently to have given Sheldon a chance to confuse the 
issues. But Callender had left instructions that at a cer¬ 
tain time he was to be aroused by having coffee brought 

to Jus loom. He had a habit of requiring coffee as soon as 
he awakened.” 

Drake said, That's nice reasoning, Perry, but exactly 
what did happen, and how did it happen?” 

Mason said, “I knew that Cogswell had called on Cal¬ 
lender. He had made a hurried trip from Palomino just 
as soon as I had given him and Irene Kilby the fans. 

1 heieloie, it was logical to suppose that Cogswell and 
Iicne made a rush trip down from Palomino to give 
those fans to Callender. The doctor’s theory was quite 
correct. Callender was holding up that fan in front ol 
him when his assailant, using the Japanese sword as a 
weapon and his actions being screened by the fact that 
Callender was holding the open fan in front of him. 
simply plunged the blade into Callender’s chest, stab¬ 
bing right through the fan.” 

Drake nodded. 

“Now why had Callender opened the fan? Undoubt¬ 
edly to show jr | someone. Why did lie want to show it 
to someocf 

connec f 
crshi 


«* 


r> 


he wanted to prove something in 
lx in connection with the own- 

1 Sheldon Jiad previously 
y house on Lagmore 


Jasper Fenton. 



'vjent 


to 
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the hotel. He kept his two o’clock appointment with 
John Callender, and John Callender told him very cold¬ 
bloodedly that Jasper could tell his sister that unless she 
returned to him Jasper Fenton was going to jail. He 
had just received one of the fans from Cogswell. He held 
that fan up to show Jasper that I hadn’t found the horse, 
only a fan. That was Jasper Fenton’s opportunity. 

“Jasper Fenton knew that Lois wouldn’t go back to 
Callender no matter what happened. That meant Cal¬ 
lender was going to send Fenton to jail. The plumes ol 
the fan momentarily screened Fenton from Callenders 
eyes. The Japanese sword was on the table. The list 
Callender knew, the blade was being shoved into his 
chest. He dropped the fan and grabbed at the blade, cut¬ 
ting his fingers to the bone. He died almost instant y. 
“But why did Jasper Fenton go back to the room at 

2.44?” Drake asked. . 

Mason said, ' That was the only decent thing Jaspei 

Fenton ever did. After he had left the jj e 
bered that the fan was lying there in a pool of blood. H 
knew it was his sister’s fan. He knew that the fan 
would link her with the mine. He went back to 
tel, went up to Callender s room. w enFin , Sobbed the 
fan. slapped it against the wall to ij^|jj^>looc. 
coaled it under his coat and can^g^p^ 

‘ Notice the evidence. Paid 

* 

overcoat when lie camc^ 
the door of Callendw 


/ '.knocking. Why? bjtjr- 
y* do no good. H; H 




If he hadn' 

kn° 



--- l 


A 
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Drake nodded. 

“Fenton got the fan,” Mason said. He went to the 
room in the rooming house—theone Arthur Sheldon had 
taken for him. There he became panic stricken. He had 
this blood-soaked fan and he didn't know what to do 
with it. He went out to get a drink. He kept on ch inking. 
In the meantime. Sheldon had checked out of the Ru h- 
inell Hotel. He had no place to go. He remembered tins 
room that he had sec ured for Jasper l-'enton. He decided 
he'd go up and share the room with Fenton. He lounc 
the key on the board. He entered the room. He lound 
the blood-soaked fan. He called I.ois. I.ms thought 
Shelclon had killed Callender, and Sheldon, making a 
martyr of himself to save I.ois. because he thought she 
was guilty, decided to skip out so the polic e would blame 
the crime on him. And that is the situation m a nutshell. 
Paul. I'd have had the case solved a long time ago il I d 
only believed my client was telling me the truth when 
she told me that wildly improbable story about the Ian. 
"What’ll they do with Fenton?" Drake asked. 

Mason grinned. "That's burger's headache. Callender 
was blackmailing Fenton, lie was forcing hnnsel on 
Fenton's sister. No jury in the world will give him hist- 
degree murder. II he gets a good lawyer lie c an make u 

manslaughter.” 

"but what was Irene Kilby doing in that room lor the 

ten minutes she was there?” 

"Searching for that agreement. When she found Ca ¬ 
lender dead she was just cold-blooded enoug 1 anc j 
selfish enough to look around and ti> anc i 
agreement. She looked every place except the pi. 

where it was.” 
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“Where’s that?” 

Mason grinned. I don t know for certain, Paul, but 
let’s look at the evidence. Callender kept that room in 
the hotel. He came up from the Valley, trying to get 
away from the heat and he carried that Japanese sword 
with him. The reason he carried that Japanese sword 
with him was because the handle of that sword was the 
place he’d chosen to conceal the documents he was 
using, the agreement Lois had signed, the forged 

checks.” 


“My God. Peri y, that sounds logical.” 

“It is logical,” Mason said. “That’s where the docu¬ 
ments were.” 

“How do vou know?" 


Mason smiled. “The sword was in court as an exhibit. 
After court adjourned and during the excitement I pull¬ 
ed out the pin and slipped the handle off the blade. The 
documents were inside.” 

Mason opened his billfold, took out the agreement 
signed by Irene Kilby and Lois Fenton, said with a grin. 
“After all, a lawyer should do something for a client. I 
left the forged checks in there for Hamilton Burger to 


discover.” 





